


--- “#& NOVEL OF HIGH ROMANCE 


Tania 


AN AMERICAN BEAUTY 
IN HONG KONG IS 
DRAWN INTO A TANGLED 
WEB OF LARCENY, 
VIOLENCE, AND LOVE. 


CAS 
by 
D3 a | = 








HE WAS TOO RICH, 


too handsome, too assured. Peter 
Ramsey had everything, but Tania 
had a suave ladykiller named Alex 
Radek. And she wasn’t interested 
in Peter—not yet. 


Alex and the exotic high life all 
started on Tania’s Far Eastern va- 
cation. She burst onto the jet scene 
with Marie Favier, a shipboard ac- 
quaintance who had invited Tania 
to stay at her posh Hong Kong 
apartment. Before realizing it, Tania 
was deeply involved with an adven- 
turess who trafficked in men, money 
and the Oriental underworld. 


But even Tania should have known 

which man to trust—which man to 

love. Because one of them was play- 

ing a deadly game, and playing for 
' keeps. 
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Chapter One 





“Well, here it is.” The young man smiled. “Hong 
Kong—the jewel of the East.” 

“It looks fantastic,” Tania Kenway said excitedly. 
“Where do we berth?” 

“The Overseas Terminal is up there, on the Kow- 
loon side. Beyond Kowloon is what they call the New 
Territories. See those rather hazy mountains behind 
Kowloon? They're inside Red China and part of a dif- 
ferent world.” 

As the liner came slowly up the harbor, Tania was 
glad she had Peter Ramsay beside her to point out the 
landmarks, In his lightweight bone-colored suit and 
with his short-cropped blond hair he looked unmistaka- 
bly American, yet he obviously knew Hong Kong well. 
Now that she was leaving the ship, Tania found herself 
wishing she’d seen more of Peter during the voyage. 
She’d really hardly been aware of him, since most of 
her time had been monopolized by the fun-loving 
crowd she’d met with Marie. 

Peter ‘was pointing to a building on the Kowloon 
side. “That’s the Peninsula Hotel. I’m staying there 
this trip. It’s only a few minutes across to Victoria in 
the ferry.” His blue eyes smiled at her. “You did say 
you were staying over that side, didn’t you, Tania?” 
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“Yes,” she said. “Marie Favier has invited me to 
stay with her. She has an apartment on the Peak.” 

“The Peak, eh? I didn’t realize your friend lived up 
there.” 

“You know Hong Kong pretty well, don’t you, 
Peter?” 

He nodded. “Ramsay Constructions has a branch 
here. That’s my father’s firm, so I’ve been to Hong 
Kong quite a lot on business, This time I decided to 
take a vacation en route—stop over in Hawaii for a 
few days and come on by ship.” He seemed to have 
forgotten about the sights of Hong Kong as he gazed at 
Tania. “Now I’m beginning to wish I’d been on this 
ship all the way from the West Coast.” 

Tanis smiled at him. “I guess I'd better get back to 
the cabin and see how Marie’s making out with her 
bags. She seemed to be in a state of organized confu- 
sion when I left her, and she didn’t care about coming 
up on deck. She’d seen it all so many times before, she 
said. Though I can’t imagine this ever losing its fasci- 
nation.” 

The excitement in her face made Tania Kenway 
look even more attractive. Her wide green eyes and 
long dark hair gave her an innocent beauty which, 
Peter reflected, he’d noticed his first night on board, 
He’d wondered at her teaming up with the brittlely so- 
phisticated Marie Favier. 

“Have you known Marie long?” he asked. 

“Only since we were assigned the same cabin on this 
trip,” she told him. 

He looked pleased. “Which means you're not really 
bound to see all the sights with her. I'd be glad to 
show you around, and Marie’s sure to be caught up 
with friends and relatives dropping by to welcome her 
home. May I call you at the apartment? I imagine her 
number’s in the directory.” 

“T think it is,” Tania said. “I’m not really sure what 
Marie may have lined up.” 

“But you'll spare some time for me in your plans? 
Unless you’re with a group tour, or someone who 
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knows the place, Hong Kong can be confusing, you 
know. A girl like you shouldn’t go wandering about 
here alone.” 

“You see me as the innocent abroad?” She laughed 
up at him. 

“A very charming innocent,” he assured her gravely. 
“Some of the residents here tend to become rather 
blasé about Hong Kong—from a tourist’s point of 
view, anyway. They've forgotten the delights of sight- 
seeing and duty-free shopping here. Now, someone 
who’s visited the place often enough to know it well 
and have a few useful contacts, someone who’s still an 
enthusiastic tourist at heart, is the ideal person to act 
as your guide.” 

“Someone like Peter Ramsay, you mean?” 

“Right.” He grinned. “I don’t have a lot of business 
commitments to worry about this trip, but I do have a 
car. Why don’t we explore some of the night life togeth- 
er tomorrow night? Cocktails at the Mandarin, then 
dinner somewhere, and—” 

“Hey, not so fast, Mr. Ramsay,” Tania protested. 
“Tt sounds like fun, but I'll really have to check wheth- 
er Marie has anything planned first. And right now I'd 
better go and organize myself to get off this ship.” 

They were almost at the Sea Terminal now. “I'd bet- 
ter do the same,” he said. “Till call you at the apartment, 
then, Tania.” 

“All right. Good-bye for now, Peter.” 

Tania hurried down to her cabin. Most of the pas- 
sengers had had their bags taken out by now, but she 
almost collided with a young steward laden with Ma- 
rie’s matching pale blue luggage. She walked into the 
cabin and found Marie surrounded by a miscellaneous 
collection of small bags and packages. 

“Oh, there you are, Tania,” Marie said, She tossed a 
mink stole on the bed and sat down at the dressing 
table to put the finishing touches to her makeup. 
“Well, are you impressed with your first glimpse of 
Hong Kong?” 

“It’s even more wonderful than I’d imagined,” Tania 
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said. “And Peter Ramsay was up on deck with me, so 
he pointed out some of the highlights.” 

“Peter Ramsay, eh?” Marie applied green eyeshad- 
ow deftly. “I had an idea he was interested in you, 
darling.” 

Tania was surprised that Marie was even aware of 
Peter Ramsay. “He asked if he could call me at your 
apartment,” she said. 

Marie put on frosted orange lipstick, smoothed back 
her sleek dark chignon, and turned away from the 
mirror, satisfied. It was no wonder she attracted so 
many men, with that enticing, yet aloof, Slavic beauty, 
Tania thought. 

Marie’s cool gray eyes were studying her appraising- 
ly. “So what did you tell Peter Ramsay?” she asked, 

“Well, he offered to take me sight-seeing or shop- 
ping,” Tania said. “I explained that I'd like to fit in 
with your arrangements, of course. I do appreciate the 
invitation to stay in your apartment, Marie.” 

“I’m looking forward to introducing you to Hong 
Kong, darling.” 

“But Marie, you'll probably be very busy and you 
won’t want me tagging along all the time. Instead of 
exploring the city alone when you're tied up, I could 
see some of the sights with Peter.” 

Marie looked thoughtful. “Darling, please don’t 
think I’m interfering with your love life, but this is 
Hong Kong, remember. You don’t really know this 
Peter Ramsay, do you? A girl has to be careful out 
here. Especially a girl traveling alone—and looking as 
attractive as you do.” 

Tania looked amused. “Here we go again,” she said. 
“No one seems to think I can look after myself. Marie, 
I'm not exactly a schoolgirl—I’m only two years 
younger than you, remember. Peter’s a nice guy and [ 
can handle him. You don’t have to worry about me.” 

“But I do, Tania,” Marie persisted. “I’m your 
friend, aren’t I? Oh, I’m not denying that you can take 
care of yourself—but what’s this Peter Ramsay up to 
in Hong Kong, anyway? An American with a one-way 
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steamship ticket. If you knew Hong Kong as I do, 
you'd know that wasn’t usual.” 

“He’s flying back to the States. Anyway, you're an 
American, Marie,” Tania reminded her gently, “and 
traveling on a one-way ticket.” 

“Did he say that?” Marie asked sharply. 

“No, of course not. I was only joking.” 

Marie groped in her pocket book for cigarettes. She 
offered the pack to Tania, and flicked her gold lighter 
for them both. 

“Has Peter Ramsay been to Hong Kong before?” 
she asked. 

“Many times,” Tania assured her. “Look, he’s no 
adventurer, Marie. He works for his father in Ramsay 
Constructions and they have a branch here. He often 
comes to Hong Kong on business, so he knows the 
place well. This time he’s on a vacation, and spent a 
few days in Hawaii. He owns a ¢ar and he’s staying at 
the Peninsula Hotel. There—I really know quite a lot 
about him, don’t I? And all of it sounds perfectly re- 
spectable.” 

Marie laughed throatily. “You certainly spring to his 
defense wonderfully. But you mustn’t be angry with 
me for wondering about him, Tania. I know the types 
who can drift into this city much better than you do. 
And I’m afraid I have a suspicious nature where the 
welfare of my friends is concerned.” She looked 
around for an ashtray. “Now I guess we’d better start 
moving. Where is that darned steward?” 

“Do you want me to go find him?” 

“Would you, darling? He still has one more bag to 
take up. I guess I can handle all the small stuff my- 
self. »” 

Fifteen minutes later Tania arrived back at the 
cabin to find Marie struggling with a red morocco cos- 
metic case, her handbag, mink stole, and leather jewel 


case. 
“Oh, damn!” Marie exclaimed, dropping the mink. 
“Here, let me help you.” Tania was fairly methodi- 

cal herself and had all her own things in order. It was 
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just as well one of them was tidy, the cabin steward 
had sighed despairingly one day. 

Marie flashed her a grateful smile. “Perhaps you 
could take this cosmetic case for me. I'll take the stole 
and the other stuff. I only hope I don’t have any trou- 
ble going through Customs.” 

Tania stared at the stole in dismay. “They won't 
take that away from you?” 

“Over my dead body they will! But you may get 
through Customs before me. If you do, wait outside 
the barrier for me. You'll be quite comfortable there. 
I'll probably get through quickly enough, though. I’ve 
got nothing to declare except cigarettes.” 

“Neither have I.” Tania bent down and picked up 
the cosmetic case, “Marie! What on earth have you got 
in this thing?” 

“Only makeup. But I must admit there’s a lot of it. 
My beauty comes out of bottles and jars. I’m not as 
well endowed as you.” 

Tania laughed. “You can’t expect me to believe 
that.” 

“Ask Peter Ramsay, then. I'll bet he’d agree with 
me,” Marie said good-humoredly. 

Outside, the sun shone brightly. As Tania walked 
down the gangway she glimpsed Peter Ramsay's tall 
figure disappearing into the terminal ahead. She rather 
hoped he’d wait. She could have given him Marie’s 
phone number. But he didn’t look back, and she and 
Marie were a long way behind him in the line at the 
Customs barrier. 

It took only a few minutes for Tania to pass through 
Customs. She was asked if she had any cigarettes or 
liquor to declare, and when she told the official about 
the cartons of cigarettes in one of her bags, he said 
that was quite permissible. 

He passed Marie’s vanity case back to her after a 
perfunctory glance inside, and smiled. 

“Rverything’s in order, Miss Kenway,” he said. “I 
hope you enjoy your stay in Hong Kong.” 
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“f’m sure I will, thank you.” Tania picked up her 
. “Good-bye.” 

But Marie didn’t escape quite so easily. When Tania 
got outside she looked back and saw her friend gestur- 
ing angrily to a Customs officer as he escorted her to- 
ward another part of the building. A man in a white 
jacket was following with her luggage. 

Tania stood and watched until Marie had disap- 

then had a porter carry her own bags into one 
of the lounges. The terminal opened out into a wide 
concourse lined with tempting shops. As they threaded 
their way through the crowd Tania was aware of a 
new, exciting cosmopolitan atmosphere—she decided 
that she was going to like Hong Kong. 

She half hoped that she might see Peter again, but 
there was no sign of him anywhere. He must already 
be on his way to the hotel, she thought, as she tipped 
the porter and sat down in the lounge. She was sur- 
prised at herself for feeling so disappointed. 

“Miss Favier?” 

The Chinese man smiling down at her held a Pan- 
ama hat in his hand. He was wearing a smart gray 
business suit and a black knitted necktie. He kept 
looking down at her bags. 

“You are Miss Favier?” 

Tania shook her head, “But you must be Miss Fa- 
vier?” he said quickly. 

“No, I’m not. Miss Favier isn’t through Customs 
yet.” 

The man muttered something under his breath that 
could have been an apology, and then turned away 
and hurried toward the glass doors. 

-Tania stood up. “Hey! Wait a minute. Miss Favier 
is . . .” Her voice trailed off and she sat down again. 
He’d gone. 

She glanced around, embarrassed. People were star- 
ing at her, and an elderly gray-haired man in the next 
seat was peering at her through thick horn-rims. 

“T hope that fellow wasn’t bothering you.” 
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“Oh no,” Tania said. “It was just a mistake. He 
I was someone else.” 

“I should have thought they’d have a new approach 
by now,” he grumbled. “They were trying that when I 
was.a boy. Damned insolence if you ask me, coming 
up like that to a young girl just because she’s alone. 
They should have better security in a public place like 
this. It’s very bad for the colony. The fellow should be 
arrested. . . .” 

Tania smiled at the Englishman, Next thing she 
knew he’d be making a federal case out of the incident. 
“He was probably quite genuine, and sent to mect 
Miss Favier without knowing her by sight.” 

“If such a person exists.” 

“But she does. She’s a friend of mine.” 

“Well, in that case . . . ?” The man hesitated and 
then he nodded, satisfied. “You managed to get rid of 
him quite effectively, anyway. Just another taipan 
trying to beat someone to a business deal, no doubt.” 

He buried himself in his newspaper again. Tania 
looked over toward the glass doors and saw Marie 
coming through them. She hurried over. 

“That stupid red tape,” Marie said exasperatedly. “I 
thought I was never going to get away. The questions 
they asked were ridiculous.” 

“But you’re through now?” 

“Yes, at long last. Now we'll have to hurry or we'll 
miss the ferry. Boy!” 

A porter dashed forward, and Tania listened admir- 
ingly as Marie spoke to him. 

“Was that Mandarin?” Tania asked as the boy 
picked up the bags. 

“No, Cantonese. Mandarin is becoming a language 
that’s used and taught almost solely behind the Bam- 
boo Curtain these days.” 

“Marie, what does ‘taipan’ mean?” 

“A Chinese businessman. Why?’ 

Tania laughed. “I thought it was some kind of 
snake.” 

“In some parts of the world it is. Here it’s more or 
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less a slang term used to describe a Chinese who’s got- 
ten rich quick—by smart business practices. Many of 
the taipans are millionaires, You'll run into some soon 
enough. Quite a few are my neighbors. Unless you’re 
trying to beat them in a business deal worth a fortune, 
you'll find them interesting, friendly, and usually gen- 
tlemen. And the wives of some are absolutely charm- 
ing. But why the sudden interest in taipans?” 

“One of them just asked me if I was you. At least, 
the Englishman sitting next to me thought he was a 
taipan. He was very well dressed.” 

Marie seemed startled. She almost dropped her 
jewel case, and as she recovered it the mink stole 
slipped from her arm. 

“Someone was looking for me?” 

“Yes. He asked me twice if I was you.” 

“But what made him think you were? If he didn’t 
know me?” 

Tania had been wondering that herself. “Maybe he 
saw the label on your vanity case. He certainly seemed 
far more interested in my baggage than he was in me.” 
She looked at the case more closely as Marie hurried 
her through the crowd toward a line of rather battered 
taxis. “He must have had sharp eyes, though—or 
known what to look for. Your monogram on it isn’t 
that easy to see, is it?” 

“What did you say to him?” 

“T told him he was making a mistake. I started to 
tell him that you’d been delayed in Customs, and if he 
waited you shouldn’t be very long. But he must have 
been in a hurry, because he didn’t stop to listen. He 
just apologized and rushed off. I hope it wasn’t impor- 
tant?” 

“How would I know now whether it was or not?” 
Marie said in some annoyance. 

“Were you expecting to meet someone -here like 
that? Someone who didn’t know you by sight?” 

“No. What did he look like?” 

“Well, he was somewhere between thirty and forty, 
Td say, though it’s difficult to tell the age of a Chinese, 
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isn’t it? He had a Panama hat, and he wore a light 
gray linen suit and a black tie.” 

“Could be any one of about a million people,” 
Marie murmured. “Here we are. This cab will do.” 

“I’m sorry about what happened, Marie,” Tania 
said, although she couldn’t see quite why she should 
be. “But surely if it was someone who wanted to see 
you badly, he’ll find out where you live and come to 
see you? Peter Ramsay wasn’t worried about finding 
you. You're listed in the telephone book, aren’t you?” 

Marie nodded. 

“Then whoever it was has only to pick up a directo- 
ry and call you if he wants to contact you,” Tania said 
as she climbed into the taxi. 

“That’s true. I don’t suppose you can see him now? 
I mean here on the concourse? That wouldn’t be the 
man over there, would it? The one staring at us from 
outside the dress shop?” 

“No-o. I don’t think so, Marie. His suit is a different 
shade of gray. More white. And he hasn’t a hat. I can’t 
see him anywhere. No, he seemed embarrassed by his 
mistake, and all he wanted to do was to get away. He 
probably left the terminal ages ago.” 

“He didn’t say who he was, or why he wanted to see 
me?” 

“He didn’t wait long enough. He seemed nervous. 
Uncertain about whether he was making a mistake or 
not, and if all he had to go on was your monogram, I 
can understand why. The letters intertwine and it’s 
very hard to read. Too bad that he didn’t say who he 
was or what he wanted you for... . When you're 
meeting someone for the first time you usually include 
all that in the opening gambit. But perhaps they do 
things differently here.” 

“Mostly taipans are Europeanized.” The trunk 
closed with a bang, and Marie leaned forward to speak 
with the driver as he slid into the front seat. 

“Forget your taipan, Tania,” she said as the cab 
moved off. “Whatever he wanted couldn’t have been 


important, and as you said, if he really wants to see me 
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he can get in touch with me quite easily at the apart- 
ment, We’re not in the least bit alike, so he couldn’t 
possibly have mistaken us. So that can only mean he 
doesn’t know me. Probably someone trying to sell me 
something. Cigarette?” 

Tania took one. Marie flicked the lighter, and they 
both sat back and relaxed. Ahead, Tania could see 
people streaming along a wharf toward a ferry. The 
sign over the entrance read: Star Ferry, and Victoria. 

“I thought we crossed in the Star Ferry?” Tania 
said. 

“Today we'll take a launch,” Marie said. “We'll be 
home more quickly. Those Customs people are the 
end, That’s the trouble with the British—too much red 
tape. Everyone gets tangled in it sooner or later.” 

She lapsed into a thoughtful silence while Tania 
watched the passing scene, fascinated. It was so new, 
so entirely different from anything she had experi- 
enced, 

People had always interested her, and here the 
amazing diversification astonished her. Sweating coo- 
lies in shirts and shorts, smartly dressed European men 
and women... rickshaws, American sedans, and 
British Daimlers and Bentleys in streets where the red 
and gold signs of Chinese shopkeepers alternated with 
the signs of Western big business. She admired the slim 
Chinese women in their slitted cheongsams. Was it true . 
that the length of the slit denoted the morals of the 
wearer? 

The cab turned out of the wide street in the direc- 
tion of the wharves. When it stopped, Tania could see 
the water and the tall buildings on Victoria Island. A 
Swedish freighter was unloading cargo midstream, and 
small craft dotted the green waters. 

“Here we are,” Marie said. “We take a water taxi 
now. And if my chauffeur has the car waiting as ar- 
ranged, we should-be home in less than an hour.” 

“You have a chauffeur?” 

“Yes, his wife housekeeps for me.” 

“You must have quite an apartment.” 
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“It has everything I need. It’s air-conditioned, with a 
wonderful view.” 

“You're sure it’s all right?” Tania said anxiously. “I 
mean my staying with you. I can’t help feeling that I’m 
imposing on you.” 

“Nonsense! You know what a selfish person I am, 
darling. Would I ask you if I didn’t want your com- 
pany? Hong Kong can be lonely for someone who lives 
by herself, you know.” 

“Oh, come on.” Tania laughed. “You must have 
hordes of friends.” 

Marie shrugged. “Hong Kong’s social life is bright 
enough, I guess. . . . Say, why don’t we throw a party 
tomorrow night to introduce you to the place? You 
can even ask your Peter Ramsay if he calls.” 


The launch was of fiber glass, with a small cabin. With 
the help of the cabdriver their bags were quickly 
gg away, and the big outboard motors roared into 

e. 
The island’s green hills and white houses, surround- 
ed by tall trees, looked attractive from the Kowloon 
shore. 

The driver cut across the bows of several tiny sam- 
pans, and Tania eyed them curiously. There was a man 
standing in the square stern of each boat steering with 
a long sweep. . . . They were no more than 15 or 16 
feet in length, and she liked their colorful quilted sails. 
Washing fluttered from improvised clotheslines, women 
squatted on the low roofs of the cabins, and children 
played in the bows, 

“They live on those things?” 

Marie nodded. “Yes. Actually, these people you see 
now are better off than most, because their sampans 
are quite large and reasonably well kept. You should 
see the poverty some of the others live in. As well as 
their own family they’re usually crowded with refugees 
from the mainland. The Government is building huge 
apartment blocks to house the thousands that come in, 
and a lot build shacks for themselves on the slopes out 
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of old crates and galvanized iron. But any refugee who 
has a relative in Hong Kong moves in, and custom 
says such hospitality can’t be refused.” 

“Must be hard for the relatives,” Tania said. “Imag- 
ine having an extra eight or ten to feed, when you bare- 
ly had enough to live on in the first place.” 

Marie pointed out the window on her left. “See that 
junk? It’s from Red China and bound for the docks at 
Kennedy Town. That’s the Red Star at the masthead. 
It’s carrying food to be sold in Hong Kong. Many of 
the Chinese who buy the food send it straight back 
into Red China to be distributed among their rela- 
tives.” 

Tania listened with interest. Marie was really start- 
ing to relax. 

“These people are born, work, live, marry, and die 
aboard their sampans,” Marie explained. “The children 
follow the pattern set by their parents if they can, and 
those who can’t usually finish up as wharf coolies. The 
girls mostly become bar girls or prostitutes on the 
waterfront.” 

“Is that large white building a hotel?” 

“Yes, that’s the Mandarin Hotel. The building with 
so much glass is City Hall. The park next to it is called 
Statue Square, the War Memorial is there. It was 
erected to the people who died in Stanley Prison dur- 
ing the Japanese occupation. They were mostly civilian 
internees. . . .” 

The launch stopped and the two girls got out. 

“Wait here,” said Marie, “I'll go see about my car.” 

Tania supervised the removal of the luggage from 
the water taxi and paid the driver. Then a pale blue 
Mercedes’ drew up, with Marie at the wheel, 

Tania was impressed, “Js this your car, Marie?” 

“Yes. You need one that looks and climbs well in 
Hong Kong.” Marie frowned. “But it seems I’ve lost 
both Lee and his wife. They’ve gone back to Canton. 
Apparently they had family trouble there ‘or some- 
thing. I don’t suppose I'll see either of them again. 
Alex Radek, the friend who brought the car down for 
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me, left a message that the Lees went last week.” She 
sighed. “That’s the trouble with servants here. They 
come and go as they please.” 

“Had they been with you long?” 

“Yes, three years. I’m going to miss them. Ruby was 
a marvelous cook. It’s a nuisance, but no servant is in- 
dispensable—and Ill find others. Don’t let it bother 
you, Tania.” 

Marie found a boy to help them put their bags in 
the Mercedes, and then they were on their way, with 
Marie pointing out the places of interest. 

They passed mansions set among green lawns and 
English trees. Marie said these were mostly occupied 
by families who had been born to wealth in Hong 
Kong, rather than those who’d made their money in 
the boom that followed World War II. 

The city opened out below them, as they climbed 
high above a breathtaking landscape of green slopes 
and blue water. Tania could see Kowloon and the New 
Territories far across the strait, and the liner berthed at 
the Sea Terminal. Directly below were the wide, mod- 
ern streets and tall concrete and steel buildings of Vic- 
toria. Some of those new buildings must have car- 
ried the Ramsay Constructions’ sign, she thought. 

Marie swung the car into a tall apartment block set 
back among well-kept lawns and flower beds. 

“Well, here we are,” she said, 

The apartment houses weren’t as high as Tania had 
expected. She counted only five floors on Maric’s 
building. 

In the lobby the girls were greeted by a smiling man 
in a white coat. He saw to the luggage, and an eleva- 
tor whisked them up to the fifth floor. 

The apartment Marie ushered her into could well 
have been the V.I.P. suite in any first-class American 
hotel. The living room was large and comfortable, and 
the huge picture windows commanded a lovely, vast 
view of the harbor. Marie led her out onto the bal- 
cony. 

“Like it?” 
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Tania drew in her breath. “It’s fantastic! That 
WEWs Se 
“You're welcome to enjoy it as long as you like, 
darling. This is your home while you’re in Hong Kong. 
Now, let’s have a drink to celebrate it, shall we? And 
then I guess I'd better do something about some sery- 
ants.” 
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Chapter Tus 


Tania stood at the edge of the crowded room and 
sipped a-martini. If Marie always entertained on such 
a lavish scale, she reflected, then it was just as well she 
had a large apartment. White-coated servants moved 
busily through the rooms, and a small dance band had 
been hired for the evening. 

The men were formally dressed, and the stark 
blackness of their suits stood in striking contrast to the 
shimmering satins and silks worn by the women. Jewel- 
ty sparkled at ear, wrist, and throat, and glinted 
through exotic hairstyles. Various orders decorated 
several of the men’s dress shirts, and the Chinese 
women in their cheongsams added still more color to 
the scene. 

Tania was wearing a plain but well-cut dress of 
green Thai silk. It had seemed elegant enough when 
she’d bought it in San Francisco, but now, among so 
many glamorous creations, she felt it looked much too 
simple, even ordinary. . . . Most of the guests stood 
about in groups chatting over drinks and helping 
themselves to the buffet, but others had drifted out 
onto the balcony, where the city spread itself before 
them in a myriad of twinkling lights. 

Tania noticed Marie was making her way toward 
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her with a young, fair-haired man in tow. It couldn’t 
be— Yes, it was Peter Ramsay! She couldn’t account 
for her little twinge of excitement. 

But Marie’s progress was slow, for she was stopped 
by almost everyone she passed. Not for the first time 
that evening Tania noticed how popular her friend ap- 
peared to be. Marie was wearing a black floor-length 
cheongsam and pearl necklace and earrings. She 
looked very poised and sophisticated. 

“What a charming dress, Miss Kenway.” 

Tania turned and smiled at the little plump man 
standing beside her. 

“Thank you. I bought it in San Francisco.” Even as 
she spoke Tania was trying to remember what it was 
Marie had told her about the man earlier that evening. 
That’s right, his name was Chang Sun, a millionaire 
with wide interests throughout the East. 


“It’s lovely,” Chang Sun’s wife agreed. “The color 
suits you beautifully.” 

“Thank you.” Tania could feel herself blushing. But 
she was grateful to the Changs. They had helped to 
boost her morale and restore her self-confidence. 

“May I bring you another drink?” Chang Sun 
offered. “The waiters are finding it difficult to cope in 
such a crowded room.” 

“Yes, I’d like another one. A martini, please.” 

Chang Sun nodded and moved off toward the bar. 
Left alone with Tania, Madame Chang began to dis- 
cuss New York and other American cities she had visit- 
ed. She appeared to know the States remarkably well. 

“So very different from Hong Kong, of course.” She 
smiled. “Miss Kenway, you must come and visit us if 
you can find the time. If Marie is too busy to drive you 
over, then my husband will send a car.” 

“I'd love to visit with you,” Tania said enthusiastic- 
ally. “It’s very kind of you.” 

Madame Chang looked pleased. “My husband has a 
very interesting and rare jade collection which I’m sure 
you'd like. Some of his pieces date back many centu- 
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ries, and they are treasures that cannot be 
duplicated... .” 

“Oh, there you are, Tania,” Marie’s voice interrupt- 
ed. “See what I found for you? I forgot to tell you that 
Peter called about an hour ago; I invited him to come 
on up and join in our little celebration and he said he’d 
be right over. ... Madame Chang, do you know 
Peter Ramsay?” 

“Mr. Ramsay and my husband are old friends,” 
Madame Chang said. “He has been to our home many 
times.” 

Peter grinned. “And found it as charming as my 
hostess.” 

“Then I'll leave you together,” Marie said. “Oh no! 
More guests at the door. Excuse me. . . .” 

Tania was aware of Peter’s blue eyes smiling at her. 
He wore a tuxedo and a red tie, with a matching red 
handkerchief in his pocket. He did not Jook as stiff or 
formal as the other guests, and Tania was glad. Actual- 
ly, he was even better looking now than in the casual 
clothes he’d worn on the ship. 

“Well, Tania,” he said. “How are you liking Hong 
Kong?” 

Before she could reply, Chang Sun arrived with the 
drinks. He had noticed Peter from the bar and brought 
him a Scotch on the rocks. 

“So you and Miss Kenway are already acquainted?” 
Chang Sun said as he and Peter shook hands. “You 
must visit us together one day soon.” 

“TI have already asked Miss Kenway, and she said 
she would like to come,” his wife told him. 

Chang Sun beamed. “Good. Then why not the day 
after tomorrow? As a friend of Peter’s you are doubly 
welcome, Miss Kenway. He is a young man whom we 
hold in high esteem.” 

Peter’s eyes twinkled. “Probably because of the 
money Ramsay Constructions makes for you every now 
and then. If this guy keeps building apartment blocks 
at his present rate, Tania, he'll have most of the island 
covered before long.” 
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Chang Sun and his wife laughed, and shortly drifted 
off to join other friends. 

“They’re nice, aren’t they?” Tania said, as Peter 
took her arm and guided her out onto the balcony. - 

“The best. I’ve a lot of time for both of them.” 

Standing at the rail beside him, Tania said quietly: 
“Tm glad you were able to come, Peter.” 

“T wouldn’t have missed it for anything, knowing 
you were here. I accepted Marie’s invitation immediate- 
ly, before she could change her mind.” 

“Oh, she wouldn’t have done that. She told me yes- 
terday she meant to invite you. She seems to like you. 
Do you know many of the people here tonight?” 

Peter hesitated. “The Changs are the only ones I 
know well.” 

“Marie entertains in a big way, doesn’t she? I mean 
look at all these people. Some of them seem V.LP.’s 
indeed.” _ 

“Ubuh!” 

Tania looked at him questioningly. “What exactly is 
that supposed to mean? It’s not what Id call a very 
approving sound.” 

Peter gave a wry grin. “No, I guess not. Well, let’s 
just say that some of the others I know by reputation.” 
His mouth set into a grim line. “Oh, they're all well 
heeled, though one or two came by their loot in rather 
devious ways. Not the ones with ribbons, of course. 
They're mostly D.C. men who add the right touch of 
atmosphere to a party like this.” 

“D.C.?” 

“Diplomatic Corps. The men with the ribbons 
across their chests are from the foreign embassies, 
Marie Favier’s guests are a mixed bunch, so by being 
here no doubt the diplomats can assure their respective 
governments that they are keeping a finger on Hong 
Kong’s social pulse.” 

Tania stared at him, surprised at his tone. “I’m not 
sure I understand what you mean.” 

“Forget it,” Peter said. “Maybe I’m a little annoyed 
with Marie for trying to involve me with so many other 
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people before I got over to you.” His eyes brightened. 
“Hey, it’s about time someone started dancing. Let’s 
get the ball rolling.” 

Tania held back. “Peter, I think you should explain 
what you just said.” 

“What do I have to explain?” 

“About Marie’s guests being a mixed bunch.” 

“Well, they are.” Peter turned around so that his 
back was against the railing. “See that guy with the 
ribbon talking to Chang Sun and his wife?” Tania nod- 
ded, “He’s the Second Secretary for Indonesia, Sun has 
his fingers in a lot of pies, and Indonesia is one of 
them. But Sun is only interested in real estate with 
high interest rates on his investments. The other man 
with a ribbon across his chest is a secretary from the 
Russian embassy. What would you say if I told you 
that he’s arranging an arms delivery to Indonesia?” 

“J don’t think I’d believe you. Anyway, would it be 
Marie’s fault if he was? You can hardly blame her for 
that, can you?” 

He didn’t answer that. “Notice the dark man talking 
to Marie now?” 

“Yes,” 

“He owns most of the buildings in Wanchai.” 

*So?” 

“Wanchai is the red-light district in Victoria,” Peter 
explained. “Which means that he’s landlord of more 
vice dens than anyone else in Hong Kong. Prostitution, 
drugs, depravity, anything you care to name,... 
And see the tall thin man in tails?” 

“The one standing talking to the blonde near the 
bar?” 

“Yes. He makes his money running refugees in by 
sea from behind the Bamboo Curtain.” 

Tania frowned. “What's so terrible about that?” 

“It depends on whether or not his boats are stopped 
by Red or British patrols. The refugees pay plenty for 
the privilege. In advance. But if the boats are stopped 
they can be confiscated, so the refugees are hit on the 

24 


head and thrown overboard. That way he doesn’t have 
any shipping losses.” 

Tania’s eyes widened in horror. “If that’s your idea 
of a joke, Peter, I can’t say I think much of your sense 
of humor, Why, that’s murder!” 

“That’s Hong Kong,” Peter said shortly. “The big 
fat guy talking to the Russian now handles a lot of the 
opium coming in from Burma. It’s processed into her- 
oin here in Hong Kong and distributed to addicts back 
home. I'd imagine most of it finds its way into the 
States through the Central American countries. The 
British know about him, but they can’t catch him. He’d 
probably never handle anything himself except the 
profits. . . . There’s another guy who owns a lot of 
bars along the Wanchai waterfront. The one who just 
handed our Russian friend a drink and walked 
away. . . . I could point out half a dozen or’so color- 
ful characters I’ve noticed here tonight. When you’ve 
lived here like I have, you learn a lot. I have friends in 
police and Customs, too—they talk shop sometimes 
when we’re having a drink together. These people are 
all outwardly respectable, and they live up here, mostly 
in rented apartments just like this one. See the little 
guy laughing about something with Marie right now? 
The one who just came in with that good-looking 
girl?” 

= MOS? ataat 

“They say he deals in arms. Red Chinese arms. Ar- 
maments sell well in the world’s trouble spots. He 
doesn't actually handle them himself, of course, he’s 
just an agent working on a very profitable commission 
and at very little risk to himself. So you see, Marie has 
a mighty varied selection of guests here tonight, 
Tania.” 

“But if they’re her neighbors, and she doesn’t know 
what they do... ?” 

“Some of them may be neighbors,” Peter replied. 
“But if she knows them well enough to invite them 
here, then you can’t tell me she doesn’t know some- 
thing about them. She’d have to be mighty dumb not 
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to, at any rate, and I don’t think Marie Favier is 
dumb.” He smiled down at her suddenly. “We’re wast- 
ing good music. I don’t have anything against the 
band, believe it or not.” He took her arm, but still 
Tania held back. 

“All this doesn’t mean that Marie—” 

“All I really have against Marie Favier is that she 
and her crowd monopolized you so much on the ship.” 
He grinned. “Come on. Let’s dance. I only told you all 
this because you'll be staying here, and if it comes to 
that maybe you shouldn’t be. Not when I think about 
some of the friends Marie has. Maybe you should 
move to the Peninsula.” 

Tania couldn’t help smiling. “I like it here, thanks. 
And if these people are all you say, I’m sure Marie 
knows nothing about it.” 

Peter led her inside to the parquet floor. Other cou- 
ples decided to dance too, and Tania relaxed in Peter’s 
arms, thinking about everything that had happened to 
her since she'd left the States. It was strange how 
everyone seemed to want to warn her of Hong Kong’s 
dangers. Peter . . . even Marie’ appeared concerned 
for her welfare. 

Marie would have no ulterior motive, either, which 
was more than she could say for Peter Ramsay. If the 
way he held her when he danced was any indication, 
then it was no wonder he wanted her to stay at the 
Peninsula Hotel. She had to admit she was enjoying his 
company, though. 

She was out on the balcony between dances with 
Peter when Marie joined them. “Darling, I don’t think 
you’ve met Alex Radek. Alex is a close friend of mine, 
and he was asking who you were.” 

Alex smiled at Tania. “How do you do, Tania? Marie’s 
been telling me a lot about you.” 

Alex Radek was tall, about the same height as Peter. 
He wore his dark brown hair fairly long and brushed 
sleekly across his high forehead, His eyes were brown 
and his skin suntanned. Tania liked his deep voice with 
its British accent. 
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“You two will probably be seeing a lot of each other 
in the next few days,” Marie said. She slipped her arm 
through Peter’s. “And Alex, you haven’t met Peter 
Ramsay yet, have you? He’s an American too, a great 
friend of Tania’s.” 

Marie clung to Peter’s arm while the two men shook 
hands. Judging from her overbright manner, she’d had 
quite a few cocktails tonight. 

“Darling, you haven’t had a dance with me yet,” she 
said to Peter. “Now’s our chance.” She whisked him 
off to the dance floor. 

Alex Radek smiled at Tania. “Marie said this was 
your first time in Hong Kong,” he said. “Do you like 
it?” 

“Very much, so far,” Tania said. “But I only ar- 
rived yesterday.” 

“Of course. I don’t suppose you’ve had a chance to 
do a lot of sightseeing or shopping yet.” 

“Not really,” Tania admitted. “But I have great 
plans—like every good tourist.” 

“Td be very happy to act as your guide,” Alex 


“offered. “A girl like you couldn’t possibly be short of 


escorts to show her the sights, though. I suppose Peter 
Ramsay has already asked you.” 

“Actually, Peter did offer to show me around Hong 
Kong, when we were on the ship.” 

Alex smiled. “But he hasn’t made any definite ar- 
rangements yet?” 

“Not really. We haven’t discussed it again.” 

Alex shook his head. “Peter Ramsay must either be 
very remiss or a married man.” 

“Neither of which applies to you, of course?” 

“No, I’m a confirmed bachelor. One with too much 
time and money on his hands. Nothing would give me 
more pleasure than to show you a Hong Kong that the 
tourist really rarely sees, Tania. If not tomorrow, any 
day that suits you. . . . In the meantime, would you 
care to dance?” 

Tania glanced toward Peter-and Marie and frowned 
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slightly. They were dancing very close. Peter appeared 
fascinated by Marie. z 

“Marie and I have been friends for some time now,” 
Alex said as they moved across to the dance floor. 
“There was a time when I wanted the relationship to 
develop into something more permanent. But it was no 
use—Marie is like a butterfly, though I don’t mean 
that in a derogatory sense, I admire her greatly and 
she can be a very good friend, as no doubt you’ve al- 
= discovered. She speaks very highly of you, you 

ow.” 

“You brought her car down to the wharf, didn’t 
you?” 

“Yes. I also brought the news that her servants had 
left. Some of the people here tonight are from my 
place. The chef, and the boy in charge of the waiters. 
I’m leaving one of them here to help out until she finds 
a staff of her own.” 

Alex was an even better dancer than Peter, and he 
did not hold her so tightly. She noticed Peter and 
Marie dancing cheek-to-cheek in the corner, but the 
next time she looked in that direction they had gone. 
She couldn’t see them anywhere. Suddenly and quite 
unreasonably Tania was angry. Not with Marie, be- 
cause Marie. was like that. No, she was angry with 
Peter Ramsay. . . . All those remarks about Marie 
and her friends, and the moment Marie had so much 
as looked at him. . . ! 

“I believe Chang Sun has asked you to his home? 
You'll find it an interesting place.” 

Tania started. “What was that, Alex?” 

“I said you'll find Chang Sun’s home very interest- 
ing if you go there. He has told you about his collec- 
tion of jade, hasn’t he? He’s very proud of it, and with 
reason. But he collects more than jade. He has one 
wing furnished in such a way that you literally go back 
two thousand years to the Han Dynasty. A great deal 
of Sun’s antique collection is absolutely priceless. He’s 
an avid collector—and quite unscrupulous. He doesn’t 
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know the extent of his own wealth, but it enables him 
to buy whatever he fancies.” 

“I suppose he must have burglar alarms all over the 
place,” Tania said lightly, puzzling over what Peter 
Ramsay had said of Chang Sun’s friends and neigh- 
bors. 

The music stopped, and Alex Radek placed his arm 
around her shoulders to lead her off the dance floor. 
“Sun isn’t too frightened of thieves. He has his own se- 
curity system. I doubt whether anyone who stole from 
him would get very far. . . . Now, how about some- 
thing to drink?” 

“That would be nice,” Tania said absently. Neither 
Peter nor Marie was here, she was sure of it. 

“Tl get it for you. Will you wait on the balcony? 
It’s cooler out there. I guess you could do with it after 
a session of my dancing.” 

“You underestimate yourself, Alex. I think you 
dance very well indeed.” 

“Really? It’s only because I had such a charming 
partner, of course. You were the center of attention 
when you danced with Peter, you know. Incidentally, if 
it’s Peter you’re searching for out there, he’s just com~ 
ing in again with Marie. I imagine she’s been showing 

*him over the apartment. She’s as proud of this place as 
Sun is of his antiques. . . .” 

He smiled indulgently and went for the drinks. 
From where Tania stood in the shadows of the balcony 
she could see Peter and Marie coming into the room 
together. Peter was looking around, She watched him 
lift a white handkerchief to his lips and wipe them fur- 
tively. 

Tania’s immediate reaction was to draw back into 
the shadows. But when she saw that he was obviously 
trying to find her she moved out into the light. He 
spotted her at once, and hastily excused himself from 
Marie. 

“Sorry about that,” he said, striding up to Tania, 
“Your friend practically kidnaped me!” 

“Oh?” Tania said coolly. 
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“Like a drink?” 

“Alex is bringing me one, thank you.” 

“Then how about a dance?” 

Tania shook her head. “No, thanks. Alex will be 
back in a moment,” 

“Oh.” 

Something in his tone made her say: “You don’t ap- 
prove of Alex Radek either, do you? I think ‘he’s 
charming and very pleasant company. But then, I 
don’t know Hong Kong or its people very well, do I?” 

“Look, Tania... !” 

“Oh, come on, Peter, What do you have to tell me 
about poor Alex? Does he make his money on the 
black market? Or from vice? I know! He smuggles 
narcotics.” 

“Tania,” Peter said, “I don’t think you believe a 
word of what I say. Was it my fault Marie Favier put 
you in Radek’s arms and dragged me off on a tour 
of the apartment? Believe me, it was the last thing 
I wanted, And I don’t like the company she keeps. . 

“Including me?” 

“You know I didn’t mean that. As for Radek, I’ve 
nothing against him. As far as I know, he’s just a play- 
boy with too much money. 2 

Tania laughed mirthlessly. “Is that the best you can 
do, Peter? You disappoint me, I thought your imagina- 
tion was better than that.” 

“Radek isn’t your type!” 

“I think I should be the judge of that.” 

Peter studied her silently for a long moment. 
“You're angry with me. Why?” 

“Angry with you? Now, us would I be angry with 
you?” 

Peter sighed wearily. “Okay! What gives with Marie 
Favier, anyway? You know her better than I do. Was 
she pulling some kind of gag? When a girl suddenly 
grabs me and kisses me, smears her lipstick all over 
and laughs at the result, it has to be for some reason 
other than my personal charm.” 
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Tania shrugged. “If you kissed Marie, I don’t think 
it’s very gallant to talk about it that way.” 

“I didn’t kiss Marie,” Peter said heatedly, “She 
kissed me. I told you that. Is she using Radek to try 
and squeeze me out?” 

“Peter, you’re starting to sound ridiculous. Here’s 
Alex coming back with the drinks. . . . And please 
remember, Marie’s my friend.” 

“I don’t give a hoot about Marie. Tania, I only 
came here tonight to see you. I wanted to ask you to 
let me show you Victoria tomorrow. Maybe it would 
be better if I called you in the morning.” 

“You needn’t bother. Alex asked me while you were 
exploring the apartment with Marie, and I’ve just 
decided to take him up on his offer.” 

“All right. If that’s the way you want it. . . .” 

Tania wasn’t quite sure what she wanted right then. 
But Peter had stalked off, almost colliding with Alex 
Radek in his haste, She watched him go, aware of an 
inexplicable sense of loss even though she knew it was 
her own fault. Why had she been so nasty to him? She 
saw him speak briefly to Marie. Then a white-coated 
servant accompanied him to the door, and he was 
gone, 

“I think you'll find this satisfactory, Tania,” Alex 
Radek’s cultured voice said soothingly. “I wonder what 
was the matter with our friend Ramsay? He seemed 
most anxious to leave all of a sudden. He appeared 
upset, too. I do hope it wasn’t because of me?” The 
amusement that flickered in his brown eyes belied the 
concern in his face. 

“I told him you were going to show me Victoria to- 
morrow,” Tania said, turning to look at him. 

“Why, that’s wonderful news! But I can understand 
how he feels, poor chap. You said he asked you ear- 
lier, didn’t you? Poor old Ramsay. Are you sure you’d 
tather go with me?” 

“Yes,” 

Alex nodded. “Good! The party is starting to break 
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-up and you'll need some sleep, 0 we won’t make it too 
early. How would ten thirty suit you?” 

“Ten thirty would be fine, thanks.” 

“Right, then ten thirty it is. But if you’re not ready 
by then, don’t worry—and don’t hurry. I don’t mind 
waiting at all. Tomorrow it’s probably best to concen- 
trate on sight-seeing, I think. There’ll be plenty of time 
for shopping some other time. We must go up on the 
Peak tram to see the view. You'll find it fun I hope— 
' and then I suggest we take in Causeway Bay, North 
Point . . . Shaukiwan ... and maybe have lunch 
on one of Aberdeen’s floating restaurants. Would you 
like that, Tania? And in the afternoon, how about a 
water tour—” 

“Tn a launch?” 

“I have a yacht which we could use, But the choice 
is yours. . . .” 

“The yacht sounds wonderful.” 

“And what if we call on the Changs for afternoon 
tea? Their home is not far above the waterfront at Re- 
pulse Bay.” Alex thought for a moment. “No, on sec- 
ond thought Chang Sun is a friend of mine but he invit- 
ed you there with Peter Ramsay, so perhaps we'd bet- 
ter forget the Changs. . . .” 

Tania was only half listening to his plans. She was 
still thinking about Peter. She would not see Peter 
Ramsay again, she decided. Why couldn’t he be polite, 
and pleasant about people, like Alex Radek? Why did 
he have to be so infuriating? 
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Chapter Three 


Tania woke shortly before dawn. Moonlight was 
streaming in the open window and onto her face. She 
turned over drowsily, half aware that someone had 
come into the room; the sibilant sound of breathing 
was unmistakable, Then the door closed with a faint 
click. 


Marie had returned late, she supposed, after a party 
in someone’s cabin. . . . 

She sat up suddenly. She wasn’t on the ship and the 
party hadn’t been in anyone’s cabin, It had been in. 
Hong Kong, right here in Marie’s apartment. 

It couldn’t have been Marie she had heard just now; 
she didn’t sleep here. They slept in separate bedrooms. 

Tania’s heart started to thud heavily as she climbed 
out of bed. Someone had obviously been in here for 
some time while she slept. In the moonlight she could 
see the open door of the closet, and her clothing 
strewn about the carpet. 

Trembling, she groped for the light switch. She 
stared in horror as the bright yellow light flooded the 
room, Her traveling bags had been opened and the 
contents of all the drawers in her dressing table tipped 
out. A bottle of nail polish had been broken, and a 
sticky mess of cosmetics was ruining the carpet. 
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Tania flung the door open and ran down the hall to- 
ward Marie’s bedroom. To get there she had to go 
through the living room. She stopped in the doorway. 
It was dark and eerie in there. The drapes had been 
drawn, and the room smelled of stale cigarettes and 
cigar smoke. She couldn’t find the light switch. Sudden- 
ly she was very frightened. The person or persons 
might be hiding in here—what if they attacked her? 
She took a few faltering steps into the room, then 
stopped again. There was a draft coming through the 
open front door. 

Tania shivered in her thin nightgown. The open 
door led to the stairway and the elevator shaft. Ob- 
viously this was the thief’s escape route, and if he was 
still in the room, now, she was standing right in his 
way! 

Instinctively she drew back into what was the dark- 
est corner of the big room. 

Until she bumped into it, Tania had forgotten about 
the tall, ornate standard lamp. She gave a shriek of 
fright. For one awful moment she thought it was some- 
one attacking her. She tried to catch the big lamp be- 
fore it fell, but she was too late. There was a loud 
crash, and a shattering of glass as the light bulbs ex- 
ploded like firecrackers in the silence of the night. 
Tania glimpsed a shadowy figure rushing toward her. 

She screamed, Loudly. Shrilly. He was reaching out 
to grab her. 

She screamed again, and backed away. He was al- 
most on her when she tripped backward over the lamp 
and fell heavily to the floor. 

She expected him to leap down on her and strangle 
her with those big, groping hands, and she almost faint- 
ed with shock. But instead, the man ran on past her, 

Tania lay motionless, her senses reeling. It had all 
happened so quickly. 

The light in Marie’s room came on, and Tania saw 
Marie standing in her doorway. Tania looked back 
over her shoulder for the man. He had reached the 
door just as Marie’s light came on. Marie called out, 
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and he spun around like a frightened anima! caught in - 
a trap. Tania saw that he was Chinese—a solidly built 
man with a mane of ebony-colored hair falling slant- 
wise across his forehead. 

As he turned, Tania was horrified to see him hurl 
something toward Marie’s room. Something small and 
shiny and lethal-looking. Tania screamed again as she 
pressed herself back into the corner and covered her 
eyes. 

When she looked up the man had gone. She could 
hear his footsteps on the stairs, and Marie was hur- 
rying toward her. 

“Tania! Are you all right? Tania. . . ?” 

“I tripped over the lamp when he ran at me,” Tania 
said, pulling Ath off the floor. “I’m sorry, Marie. 
It’s broken. . I think I cut myself on the glass 
when I fell. . 

Light flooded en living room as Marie found the 
switch, 

“Get up then, if you’re not hurt,” Marie said impa- 
tiently. She hurried across to the open door and closed 
it, checking the lock at the same time. Then she leaned 
back against it as though exhausted, and gazed around 
the room. 

Tania was surprised at her friend’s lack of sympa- 
thy. But she guessed that Marie was probably terrified 
by what had just happened, too. Now she appeared to 
be listening to something. Tania caught the sound of a 
car engine down below. It” revved up and then died 
away toward the city, a powerful engine that somehow 
reminded Tania of Marie’s Mercedes. 

She looked down at her arm. She had cut it on a 
piece of glass and it was bleeding. It wasn’t a deep cut, 
but the top of her nightgown was stained. 

“Marie, you are okay, aren’t you? He didn’t hurt 
you?” Tania called anxiously. 

“No, I’m all right. It was just someone trying to 
steal what he could, It happens here. You must have 
disturbed him before he could take anything, There’s 
no harm done.” 
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“But he threw something at you! I saw him. You 
cried out, I thought he’d hurt you, Marie!” 

“Nonsense! It was just some petty thief. They sel- 
dom hurt anyone. They just—” She was looking past 
Tania toward her room. The color drained from her 
face, and she gripped the door for support. She was 
going to faint. Alarmed, Tania hurried over to her. 

“Marie? Are you sure you’re okay?” 

“They ... wouldn't... |” 

Marie’s knees gave way and she started to slide 
down the door, Tania caught hold of her. 

“Marie!” 

Tania glanced around desperately. Marie was not 
the fainting kind, but she was going under now. Tania 
eased her onto the floor, and went to the bar for some 
brandy. As she came back she saw that Marie had got- 
ten to her feet and staggered across the room to her 
bedroom door. She was leaning against it now, sobbing 
uncontrollably. 

Some women were like that, Tania thought, looking 
at her. They kept cool and calm in an emergency, and 
then, when the danger had passed, they went to pieces. 

Tania herself was just the opposite, She had been 
scared stiff when she saw that man coming toward her. 

“Here, Marie, drink this. Let me help you to bed, 
You fainted and—” 

It was then that she saw the knife. 

Marie had been trying to hide it from her, she had 
been tugging furtively at it with one hand. But the 
knife was so deeply embedded in the wooden door- 
post that she couldn’t get it out. 

“Tm fine now,” Marie insisted weakly. “Just help 
me to bed.” 

“He threw that at youl” Tania cried in horror, 
“Marie, he meant to kill you!” 

She moved gently past Marie in order to see it bet- 
ter. It was a sharp steel knife. A heavy, gun-metal 
blue, double-bladed weapon. 

“No,” Marie said. “No! We scared him, that’s all, 
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Maybe he couldn’t see me with the light behind me. 
He could have thought I was a man and had a gun.” 

“Butevenso ...!” 

“The Chinese are expert with these things. He threw 
it into the wood to frighten me, that’s all. If he'd 
thrown it at me, he would’ve hit me. He’s gone now, 
and we’re rid of him. Tania, will you call Kwoh Sing 
and tell him to come up at once? He’s sleeping in the 
toom behind the garage... . .” 

“Tl call the police!” Tania said. 

Marie’s face had that gray look again. Tania got her 
to the bed, lifted her feet, and pulled the covers over 
her. She put the glass of brandy down on the bedside 
table. 

“Tania, you just don’t understand. You must do as I 
say!” Marie whispered. “Call Kwoh. I’ll explain to the 
police what has happened in the morning. Tonight 
you’d only find subordinate officers at the station.” She 
sipped some of the brandy. 

“All right. But it seems very foolish. You could 
have been killed. . . .” 

“If he’d meant to kill anyone, wouldn’t he have used 
that thing on you?” Marie said, “You were between 
him and the door. Remember?” . 

Tania had forgotten. She shuddered, wondering if 
the man had had that knife in his hand as he ran at 
her, What if he had stabbed her because she stood in 
his way? Thank God she had tripped over the lamp. 

“He was probably some unfortunate refugee from 
Red China,” Marie went on, “Most of them are starv- 
ing and desperate when they reach here, They have 
wives and children to support, which doesn’t help mat- 
ters. You can’t help feeling sorry for them. The Gov- 
ernment should do more for them. Of course, when I 
do report it to the police in the morning there’s no 
chance whatever of catching him. It would be the same 
if we had the police up here right now. There are hun- 
dreds of thousands of refugees. He’ll be hidden in one 
of the shacks on the slopes. Or in Kennedy Town by 
now, Impossible to find . . . !” 


37 


\ She rambled on almost hysterically, and Tania 
found herself agreeing, if only to calm her down. 

“We'll both feel better, though, when Kwoh sleeps 
up here for what's left of the night. Or morning, I 
should say. It’s growing light outside. Would you call 
Kwoh now, please, Tania? He can sleep on the couch 
in the living room.” 

“And you will report it later in the morning?” 

“Of course, Tania. It will have to be reported. Have 
you lost anything? I don’t think he took anything from 
here. Nothing has been disturbed,” 

“I don’t know whether he took anything of mine or 
not,” Tania said. “But he spilled my cosmetics all over 
the place and emptied all the drawers and closets,” 

“Your cosmetics?” Marie’s gray eyes widened. 

“He’s made the most frightful mess of your 
carpet. . . .” Tania’s hand flew up to her mouth. “Oh! 
My passport and money .. . ?” 

“Go have a look to make sure they’re still there,” 
Marie said. “If he’s taken your money, I’ll replace it. 
Tm fully insured, you know. . . .” 

Tania went back to her room. Her handbag lay on 
the floor. She picked it up and opened it anxiously. 
Visa, money? It was all there. But someone had defi- 
nitely been through everything. 

“Nothing. missing,” she called. “He examined my 
handbag, all right, but my visa, the traveler’s checks 
and money, all seem to be here. . . .” 

“You must have disturbed him.” 

Tania looked around the room. “Marie, you should 
see this room. It’s chaotic.” 

“That makes me more certain he was a refugee from 
the mainland. He probably never saw anything like 
that before, if he’s from some village in the interior. I 
think I can get up now. I'll call Kwoh. . . .” 

“No. Ill call him.” Tania came out and switched on 
the kitchen light. “Where’s the bell?” 

“Tt isn’t a bell. You pick up the kitchen phone and 
turn the handle. Kwoh will answer. I'll explain it all to 
him. Just tell him to come up.” 
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Tania hesitated, her hand on the phone. “Marie, 
maybe he stole your car? It sounded like your Mer- 
cedes!” 

“The Mercedes? Nonsense. He wouldn’t steal a car. 
Or have an accomplice with one. That was just one of 
the other tenants driving off someplace. Tania, this is 
Hong Kong. You're living on a small island now, not 
in America.” 

Tania sighed and turned the handle of the tele- 
phone. Kwoh Sing’s sleepy voice answered a few min- 
utes later. Tania gave him Marie’s message. 

“Hi,” he said, and put down the telephone receiver 
as casually as if she’d asked him to get out the car for 
an early morning drive. 

Tania hung up. “He said, ‘Hi.’” 

“That means ‘yes’ in Cantonese. I’m glad you didn’t 
tell him about the burglary. He might decide it isn’t 
safe working for us, and I want to keep him if I can. I 
have hopes that Alex will let me have him.” 

Tania went to the bedroom door. “Marie, I don’t 
think you should have tried to pull out that knife. It 
would have had his fingerprints on it.” 

“Must you keep talking about it?” Marie snapped. 
“T think we should both try and get some sleep when 
Kwoh gets here, As for fingerprints—what do you ex- 
pect? That the police would run around and fingerprint 
a million refugees to find someone who broke in here 
but stole nothing? Honestly, Tania! About all they'll 
have to go on are our descriptions of him. I don’t 
think mine would be of much help. It all happened too 
quickly, and I was half asleep anyway. We had a party 
last night, remember? I drank too much, and every- 
thing’s still a little hazy.” 

“I saw him clearly enough when you switched on 
sal light. I could give the police a good description of 

“Well, all I can remember is that he was Chinese. 
He was thin, and he wore the usual dirty black cotton 
trousers and shirt. I didn’t notice whether he was bare- 
footed or not.” 
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“He wore new black sneakers,” Tania said. “And he 
wasn’t wearing cotton trousers and shirt at all, He 
wore coveralls, a boiler suit. One of those one-piece 
things like engineers wear. And he wasn’t thin. He 
looked extremely well fed to me. He was solid, about 
five feet nine, and weighed around a hundred and eighty 
pounds. His hair was cut short and neat at the sides and 
back, though it was pretty long on top and drooped 
down almost over one eye.” 

Marie laughed. “Don’t make a mystery man out of 
him, Tania. The way you describe him he doesn’t 
sound like a refugee at all.” 

“T don’t think he was a refugee. Do refugees wear a 
necktie under a boiler suit? The top button burst open 
when he threw the knife, and I saw it. ... Or if 
they’re starving, pay for a haircut instead of food?” 
Tania paused. “Marie, now that I think about it, he 
looked a bit like the man who mistook me for you at 
the Sea Terminal.” 

“But that’s ridiculous!” Marie said quickly. “I 
thought you decided that man was a taipan?” 

“He was about the same build.” 

Marie pulled herself up into a sitting position. ““Dar- 
ling, aren’t you letting your imagination run away with 
you? I still think it was a refugee, and that’s what I in- 
tend to tell the police tomorrow. Not that it matters. 
They'll never find him.” 

“You sound as though you don’t want them to.” 

“To be honest, I couldn’t care less. Nothing was 
stolen, and neither of us was hurt, and that’s all that mat- 
ters. He won’t come back. . . . There’s Kwoh outside 
now. Let him in, will you, and I’ll talk to him. You'd 
better try to get some beauty sleep if Alex is calling for 
you at ten thirty.” 

“T'll never be able to sleep after all this,” Tania said. 
“And there’s such a mess in my room. Wait till you 
see it.” 

“T can wait. Just leave it. Kwoh will know what to 
do about’the stains, and the police will probably want 
to see it as it is,” 
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Tania opened the outer door and let in Kwoh Sing, 


i te 


then went back to her room. Police or no police, she 
couldn’t leave her clothes lying around like that. She 
picked them up and hung them carefully back in the 
closet, annoyed to find nail polish all over one of her 
skirts 


She could hear Marie talking to Kwoh Sing in the 
living room, and then she heard her go back into the 
bedroom and close the door. The couch creaked as 
Kwoh stretched himself out on it. 

Outside it was daylight. Tania didn’t expect to sleep, 
yet almost as soon as her head touched the pillow she 
drifted off, and it seemed only seconds later that Kwoh 
was tapping at her door. He brought in a breakfast 
tray—orange juice, cereal, toast, and a pot of good 
steaming coffee. 

She was still dressing when Alex Radek arrived. She 
could hear him talking to Marie in the living room. 

Alex stood up when Tania joined them, and eyed 
her gold linen dress and white accessories with approv- 
al. “You look charming, Tania. As fresh and lovely as 
the morning daisies outside,” he added smilingly. 
“Marie has been telling me about your ordeal last 
night. That was very bad luck. And we wanted your 
impression of Hong Kong to be a good one... . . Still, 
these things happen, and the main thing is nothing was 
stolen and neither of you came to any harm.” 

“How do you feel this morning, Marie?” Tania 
asked. “Have you spoken to the police yet?” 

“T’m fine,” Marie said, lighting a cigarette. 

“Marie’s going to call the police when we leave,” 
Alex told Tania, “which is a wise decision. If she'd 
called them earlier you’d be held up here in the apart- 
ment for most of the day while they asked intermin- 
able questions. That would completely spoil our day, 
you know.” 

“But surely they'll want my statement?” 

Alex glanced at Marie, then smiled at Tania. 

“Yes, of course they will,” he said. “But isn’t it bet- 
ter to give it to them at your convenience? After all, 
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you don’t have many days in which to see Hong Kong, 
The tourists call this place Instant Asia—yet they 
never have enough time to see everything Hong Kong 
has to offer. . . . If you lost a day being questioned by 
the police, that’s a day’s less sight-seeing for you, and, 
believe me, you'll regret it later on. Probably Martie 
and I can arrange it so that you can sign a written 
Statement later, with a minimum of delay. The police 
understand the importance of tourism and are usually 
most cooperative.” 

“I hope they understand the importance of protect- 
ing people from thieves and potential killers,” Tania 
said. 

Alex laughed and took her camera, and the straw 
bag into which she’d packed a bikini and shoes. 

“Strong words, Tania. Your visitor was probably 
more frightened than you were. In Red China the pun- 
ishment for burglary can be a firing squad. Marie says 
he didn’t steal anything. And I’m sure he had no real 
intention of hurting either of you. Come on, it’s a per- 
fect day, and you're about to see the island at its very 
best. There’s no mist or haze at all. The view from the 
Peak will be superb. . . .” 

He took Tania’s arm and ushered her toward the 
door. 

“Just a sec, Alex. Have you heard anything about 
the servants yet?” Marie asked. 

“Grandison has a Chinese couple leaving him to- 
morrow morning, You know how Grandison is with 
servants. They come and go all the time. Kwoh says 
these two are good. They’re cousins of his, and I think 
maybe you should see them.” 

“Kwoh can’t stay here tonight?” Marie’s voice had 
acquired an edge of anxiety. 

Alex smiled. “Well, I suppose I can do without him, 
but that’s up to Kwoh. You'll have to see what you 
can do with him.” 

“And what if he can’t or won’t stay?” Marie said 
uncertainly. 

“Don’t worry. You'll probably be able to persuade 
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4 him,” Alex assured her. “And if you can’t, it won’t 
‘a matter too much for one night, will it? You'll have 
some servants of your own tomorrow.” 

Marie nodded. “Okay. Oh, Peter Ramsay called, 
Tania. Kwoh told him you were still sleeping, and he’s 
going to call again. Any message?” 

Tania hesitated. “Tell him I expect to be out all day 
today.” 

“And part of tonight,” Alex put in. “We’re dining at 
Aberdeen, and then we’re going to take in a night- 
club.” 

“I'll expect you when I see you then.” Marie smiled. 
“Have fun.” 

Outside, Tania was blinded by the brilliant sunshine. 
She took out her sunglasses and admired the Rolls 
Royce standing at the curb. 

“That’s yours?” 

’ Alex nodded. “Yes. I usually drive my Porsche my- 
self. The Rolls doesn’t get much work these days, and 
neither does my chauffeur. But I thought it would be 
best for today—I'll be able to devote all my attention 
to you.” 

The Chinese opening the car door for them was an 
alert, pleasant-faced young man, resplendent in a dark 
gray uniform. 

“Good morning, miss,” he said, touching his cap 
politely. 

“Good morning,” Tania replied. 

She climbed into the car and sank back against’ the 
leather upholstery. 

“I think we'll try the Peak tramway first, Wu,” Alex 
said as he climbed in after her. “If Miss Kenway sur- 
vives that then we'll drive the island circle, show her 
Repulse Bay and some more of our beauty spots.” 

“Yes; sir.” 

“What do you mean about my surviving the tram- 
way ride?” Tania asked, laughing. “Isn’t it something 
like the San Francisco cable cars?” 

. Alex grinned. “This one’s more like riding a roller 
4 coaster. That’s Government House on our left now, the 
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residence and offices of the Governor, who in a Crown 
Colony represents the Crown, and must give the 
Queen’s approval to our legislature. The sentries at the 
gates are from Whitfield Barracks over in Kow- 
loon. “4 


He chatted on easily, and Tania found him an inter- 
esting and amusing guide, 

“Did Marie show you the American consulate? 
That's coming up now. Apparently it’s one of the largest 
America maintains.” 

The car was slowing down now. Tania saw that it 
was turning into the tramway depot opposite the con- 
sulate building. Wu stopped the car and leaped out to 
open their door for them. 

A bus drew up, and a crowd of tourists clambered 
out excitedly to ride the tramway. Although she as- 
sured Alex she wanted to make the trip, Tania felt 
Some misgivings about it as she looked up at the steep 
incline. 

She found she had every reason to be nervous, The 
cable car traveled the 1300 feet to the Peak in ten min- 
utes, and though Alex said something about an angle of 
45 degrees, it seemed to Tania that most of the trip was 
vertical, 

She wasn’t altogether sure when she finally reached 
the Peak that it had been worth it. She took several 
color shots along. with the other tourists, but the 
thought of the return trip kept her from enjoying the 
view as much as she might have. 

Somehow she did survive the trip back, with Alex 
holding her hand, but she was glad to see the Rolls 
and Wu’s smiling face again. 

“You didn’t like it, did you?” Alex said as the car 
sped off. 

Tania managed a faint smile, “I was scared stiff. I 
had no idea it would be so steep.” 

“Well, at least you didn’t scream like some of those 
other women along,” he said with a grin. “And the 
Peak tramway is a tourist must.” He glanced out the 
window. “We're going into a more rural area now, to- 
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ward Stanley, which will be more relaxing. On the 


Way, suppose you tell me something about yourself, 
Tania.” 

“What do you want to know about me?” 

Alex leaned back in the seat. “Everything.” 

“I’m sure we could find lots more interesting topics. 
I'm a very ordinary person.” 

He laughed. “No one as lovely as you are could be 
called ordinary. You mentioned San Francisco—do 
you come from there? I know San Francisco and Los 
Angeles well. . . .” 

Tania started to tell him of her work as a copywriter 
for a West Coast advertising firm. Because of the 
agency’s shipping clients she had always been inter- 
ested in travel, and a generous legacy from an uncle 
had made it possible for her to see some of the places 
she had read so much about. 

“The firm gave me extended leave,” she said, “I 
plan to return home in a couple of months.” 

“If you don’t marry in the meantime, of course.” 

“That’s not very likely,” Tania replied lightly. “Be- 
sides, I want a career in advertising, and I’m a person 
who doesn’t easily change her mind about things like 
that.” 

Alex shook his head. “You’re a woman, Tania,” he 
said, “And when you meet the right man, nothing else 
will matter.” He looked at her steadily before changing 
the subject. “We'll be out of the hills soon, and you'll 
see Stanley Village below us. Stanley is one of the cen- 
ters of the fishing industry. Some of the loveliest homes 
on the island are there. And, of course, the famous, or 
infamous, prison, and in contrast—the mission. . . .” 

Rolling green hills gave way to houses, but Tania 
found she wasn’t concentrating quite so much on the 
scenery now. She felt Alex’s attraction as keenly as he 
seemed aware of hers. This could not be the beginning 
of love, she told herself firmly, this warm feeling she 
felt toward Alex. 

The day passed all too quickly. 
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: They had a leisurely lunch at Repulse Bay, then 


Alex took her out on his. graceful white yacht, Seabird, 
where smartly uniformed boys were waiting for them. 
Alex had certainly seen to every detail, Tania thought, 
as she lounged on deck in the sun and admired the 
sights he pointed out, 

“A water tour gives you a new perspective of Hong 
Kong,” he said, “though I really can’t show you every- 
thing this afternoon. Still, there’ll be other opportuni- 
ties, I hope.” 

For dinner they went to one of the floating restaur- 
ants at Aberdeen. Women in sampans vied to ferry 
them across to the large, brightly lit junk, and Tania 
was amazed to see two young children asleep in the 
one Alex chose. 

“You select your own fish from the tanks here,” he 
explained, as they arrived at the floating restaurant. He 
led her out onto the platform where smiling boys wait- 
ed with nets to catch their meal for them, 

Tania was delighted with it all. She wisely left the 
choice of menu to Alex, who immediately made it 
clear that he was no tourist. He was quite definite in 
his instructions, which no doubt was one reason they 
were served such a marvelous meal. 

“I doubt that I'll ever master these chopsticks prop- 
erly, though,” she said with a laugh, helping herself to 
more of the succulent crab, and fish in deliciously 
flavored sauces, from the steaming dishes on their 
table. 

“You're doing very well indeed with them,” Alex 
said. “I thought we could go on from here to a night- 
club. If you'd like that?” 

Tania nodded. ... They watched an excellent 
floorshow, and later danced to a smooth Filipino band, 
which included the latest American hits in its reper- 
toire. 

“We really should be going, Alex,” Tania said at 
last. “Marie will be wondering what on earth has hap- 
pened to us.” 

“I doubt it,” Alex answered. “And you don’t look 
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the least bit tired, Tania. You're still as fresh and 
beautiful as you were this morning.” 

But he called for the check and they prepared to 
leave. They drove back to the apartment in compan- 
ionable silence—to Tania it seemed superfluous to tell 
Alex what a fabulous day she’d had. 

She wasn’t really surprised when they arrived at the 
apartment door and Alex took her in his arms, She 
was hardly prepared for the effect his kiss had on her, 
though. It was deft and experienced. It left her warm 
and weakened, so that it was an effort to pull away 
from an embrace that she felt was becoming too pas- 
sionate. : 

“Good night, Alex,” she murmured, “and thank you 
for a wonderful day.” 

She let herself into the apartment and walked out 
onto the balcony, her mind in a whirl. She watched 
Alex drive off then, and stood mesmerized by the . 
lights for a while. 

Reluctantly she turned to go back inside the apart- 
ment; how quiet it was. Apparently Marie had gone 
out and hadn’t yet arrived home; she usually tossed 
her front door key down on the hall table when she 
came in, and it wasn’t there now. 

Tania was glad that Marie had decided to stay out 
late. It saved conversation; Marie’s curious questions. 
Tonight she did not want to talk. She wanted to dream. 

It was not until she climbed into bed that she real- 
ized she had not thought of Peter Ramsay all day. 
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Chapter Gaur 


The sun was shining brightly in through the open 
windows of her bedroom, and a telephone was shrilling 
persistently. Tania yawned and sat up, stretching. 
Marie or Kwoh would answer it presently. 

But neither of them did, and Tania remembered 
suddenly that there had been some question of Kwoh 
going back to Alex’s apartment last night. She swung 
her legs out of bed. 

Of course! Marie hadn’t been home when she had 
gone to sleep last night, and it had been late then. Al- 
most two A.M. Marie was probably still sleeping sound- 
ly. She’d better answer it herself, She thought of the 
police suddenly, and the intruder of the night before 
last. 


She slipped on a robe and ran to the phone table in 
the corner of the living room. Her voice sounded a lit- 
tle breathless as she answered the last ring. 

“Good morning, Tania.” She couldn’t mistake the 
English accent and the deep, yet pleasantly soft voice. 
“T hope I didn’t wake you?” 

“You did, but it doesn’t matter, Alex.” She glanced 
at the clock on the bookshelf for the first time. “Say, I 
am getting lazy—it’s after nine already.” 

Alex chuckled, “So I tired you out yesterday. I apol- 
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’ ogize. I hope you have some energy left to go shop- 
ping today? About eleven?” 

Tania glanced at Marie’s closed door and hesitated, 
“Would you mind if I talked to Marie first? I haven't 
seen her since yesterday when we left. She might have 
something arranged for today.” 

“You're thinking of the police?” 

“Well. . . yes, lam.” 

“No worry there!” he said cheerfully. “Kwoh’s back 
with me, and Marie told him she talked to the police 
yesterday. She gave them all the necessary details. 
They don’t even want to question you, They’re busy 
people, you know, with a lot of even more unpleasant 
things on their minds.” 

““If the police only have Marie’s description of the 
man, they’re never going to catch him. Her impression 
of him was entirely different from mine.” 

“Isn’t Marie up yet?” Alex asked. 

Tania smiled. “She’s either still asleep—or foxing. 
But she had a late night. She wasn’t home when I went 
to bed around two. I’d rather check with her before 
making any plans.” 

He was silent for a moment before he said: “You're 
not giving me the polite brush-off, are you?” 

“Alex, of course not.” 

“You do want to see me again, don’t you, Tania?” 
he asked. “That good-night kiss wasn’t good-bye, was 
it? Maybe I was being too impulsive. . . .” 

She was glad suddenly that this was a telephone 
conversation and that he couldn’t see the way she was 
blushing. 

It took an effort to keep her voice casual. “Oh, were 
you just being impulsive last night? Really, Alex, I'd 
hardly call that flattering.” 

“When I looked at you, I found you irresistible.” 

She managed to laugh. “You’re doing better now.” 

He was silent for a moment. “Being with you yester- 
day meant a lot to me, Tania. I would like to take you 
out again today. I'll call you again at ten thirty and see 
how things are.” 

49 





The phone clicked and he was gone. Tania sat there 
holding it for a long, confused moment before she put 
it down. Was it possible to fall in love just like that? 
she wondered. And was the beginning of love the rea- 
son for this tenderness deep in her that his quiet voice 
aroused? She glanced guiltily at Marie’s closed door, 
half expecting a sleepy inquiry about the call. But ap- 
parently Marie was still sleeping soundly. Must have 
been quite a party for her last night, Tania thought. 

She went back to her room to shower, glad that she 
didn’t have to mention Alex’s invitation just yet. What 
girl wouldn’t be attracted by Alex? It was impossible 
to resist his flattery, and his attentiveness, and the way 
he looked at her as though she was not just another 
woman, but someone very special. Yet, he was Marie’s 
friend, after all, and perhaps she shouldn’t see too much 
of him when she was only here for a few days. 

Marie’s door was still closed when she came out, 
and there was no sign of any servant. Tania went into 
the kitchen and made coffee and toast. She’d need 
breakfast to keep up with Alex Radek, if she did go 
Shopping with him today. Judging from yesterday’s 
performance, he’d probably walk her off her feet, 
showing her every shop worth the name in Hong 
Kong. And she’d heard there were a number of good 
ones. . .. 

She switched on the kitchen radio and carried a tray 
across to Marie’s door. 

“Marie, I’ve brought you some breakfast. We seem 
to be servantless this morning, Not even Kwoh is here.” 

There was no answer. 

“Marie?” She knocked again. 

Marie must have had a really wild night; Tania 
opened the door, balancing the tray precariously. 

She stopped in surprise. The bed hadn’t been slept 
in. Momentarily fear touched Tania as she remem- 
bered the man throwing that heavy, deadly-looking 
knife. Its mark still showed plainly in the doorpost be- 
side her, a deep, narrow slit. 

She looked away from that scar in the wood quickly, 
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and put the tray down. Sunlight streamed into the big, 
luxuriously furnished room, but there was no sign at 
all that Marie had come back last night. 

Surely, after the drama and shock of the intruder, 
Marie wouldn’t have left her to sleep alone in the 
apartment last night without even the doubtful protec- 
tion of Kwoh Sing. But then, Tania thought, she had 
stayed out pretty late herself last night with Alex. Marie 
might have expected her to be back before two A.M. 
—she could have been trying to contact her here ear- 
lier to tell her she couldn’t get back. Marie would 
probably call her soon, quite unconcerned about it all. 

All the same, Tania felt uneasy. She couldn’t go out 
with Alex and simply leave a note. She’d wait now 
until Marie called in, or returned home, before she 
went out anywhere at all. 

She sat down to her breakfast, trying to concentrate 
on a few shopping ideas for the day ahead. But her 
mind wasn’t on shopping, and she merely nibbled at 
her food. 

Her anxiety kept her glancing toward the phone, the 
door. She switched off the radio and the apartment 
seemed too quiet. She switched it on again. 

Alex had said he would call at ten thirty; he might 
know where Marie could be. The hands of the clock 
crawled slowly around. She jumped as the phone 
burred at precisely ten thirty. She ran across the room 
to it. 

“Alex?” 

“Sorry to disappoint you, Tania. This is Peter Ram- 
say. In case you've forgotten, we traveled on the same 
ship to Hong Kong.” 

“Do you have to sound so resentful about that?” 

“I am sorry. It’s the way I feel, I guess,” he said. 
“After being brushed off so effectively yesterday while 
Alex Radek was impressing you with his car, his yacht, 
and—” 

The worry about Marie had made Tania edgy. 
“Since you seem so interested in what I did yesterday, 
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you might as well know that I enjoyed every moment 
of it.” 

“I knew I was a fool, calling you this morning,” he 
said slowly. “But Madame Chang phoned me just now. 
Had you forgotten we were invited to her home? She’d 
like to make it this afternoon at four thirty. Or has 
Radek other plans for you?” 

“You are the most infuriating—” 

“I know, Tania. But I told Madame Chang I'd call 
her back. She’s one of those hostesses who go to a lot 
of trouble when they’re expecting guests. She’s also a 
person I hold in very high regard, and she appears to 
have taken a liking to you. She’ll be hurt if you refuse. 
What do you want me to tell her?” 

“Just tell me one thing: Do you know where Marie 
is?” ; 

‘Do I... ? Say, what’s with you, Tania? How 
would I know where Marie Favier is? I told you how 
she was the other night. She deliberately threw you at 
Alex Radek, and gave me the big rush herself. Just as 
she deliberately prodded me about Radek yesterday 
when I called. I don’t know what gives with that 
woman, and I don’t really care where she is. Now 
please tell me what you want me to do about Madame 
Chang.” 

“You call right when I’m expecting someone else, 
and all you can do is malign poor Marie!” 

“A call from Radek? Okay, I’m answered. I'll tell 
Madame Chang you can’t make it... .” 

But Tania did not want it to end there, not like that. 
She said quickly, “Peter, wait! It’s just that I'm wor- 
ried about Marie. She hasn’t come home all night.” 

“That worries you? Ask Radek which of her current 
boyfriends she might be with. Maybe he’ll know. No 
doubt he’s been on the list—and no matter what you 
think, I haven’t.” 

“Did Marie tell you someone broke in here the night 
of the party?” she asked, 

The anger in his voice changed to concern. “A bur- 

glar? Up in the apartment?” 
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“Yes, It was quite frightening. A Chinese broke into 
the apartment after the party. I disturbed him, then 
Marie switched on the light, and he threw a knife at 
her and almost killed her.” 

“You mean she’s hurt?” 

“No, neither of us was hurt, except for a scratch I 
got on some broken glass.” 

“What was stolen?” 

“Nothing, but my room was a shambles. He must 
have made some sound, and I woke up as he closed 
my door. He went into Marie’s room from mine, and 
he was in there when I knocked over a lamp and he 
heard me and ran out. I was between him and the 
outer door. I fell and cut myself trying to get out of his 
Way.” : 

“Don’t you know better than to rush out after any- 
one like that? He might have killed you, Tania!” Peter 
sounded shocked and anxious. “What did the police . 
say? You called them, of course?” 

“Marie did. Yesterday morning.” 

“And you say Marie didn’t come home last night? 
She’ll probably walk in shortly.” 

“Maybe. I haven’t seen her since I went out with 
Alex. About ten thirty yesterday morning.” 

“You don’t need to remind me of that! Let’s see. I 
called you twice earlier, Your servant answered. He 
said you were still asleep. Then I called around eleven, 
and spoke to Marie. She seemed determined to give me 
your itinerary for the day . . . and night. And to tell 
me I'd be wasting my time if I called you again. She 
made me so mad that I called again at noon, hoping 
she was wrong and you might have returned to the 
apartment. Nobody answered my noon call, so she 
could have been gone then.” 

“You're a very persistent caller, aren’t you?” 

“You'd be surprised how persistent I can be.” He 
chuckled suddenly. “Are you sure you want me to tell 
Madame Chang you can’t make it this afternoon?” 

“TI didn’t say that at all. You did, Peter Ramsay.” 

“Then you want to come?” 
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“Peter, I'd like to—really. But I can’t go out until I 
hear from Marie and know she’s okay.” 

“Listen, Tania,” he said. “If it were someone else 
who was missing overnight without explanation I might 
suggest you call the police. But not with Marie Favier, 
It’s not unusual for her, from what I’ve heard. She'll 
turn up either today or tonight, maybe a little hung 
over, but otherwise okay. Don’t worry about her.” 

“There you go again!” Tania said indignantly. 

“I meant no offense to the reverence you hold for 
your elegant if slightly amoral friend. You're not 
frightened in the apartment without her, are you? You 
have a couple there? Marie told me yesterday that 
Radek had found one for her.” 

“T thought he had too, but they’re not here yet.” 

“You mean you were alone there last night?” 

“Yes. I didn’t realize it until this morning when I 
took a breakfast tray into Marie’s room.” 

“You poor kid. Want me to come over?” He sound- 
ed genuinely concerned, 

“No. I’m okay, thanks, Peter. But I should hang up 
now. Alex was going to call, and he may know where 
Marie is. I'll phone you when I hear from her.” 

“I guess I'll have to be satisfied with that. But if you 
do need me in the meantime I could be up there in less 
than half an hour. I’m staying at the Peninsula in 
Kowloon, in case you’ve forgotten.” 

“T haven’t forgotten,” she said. “Thank you, Peter.” 

She put the phone down slowly, momentarily seeing 
Peter Ramsay as she had known him on the ship. She 
glanced at her watch, realizing it was well after ten thir- 
ty. Alex could have given up trying to reach her by 
now. 

She’d better call him at once, she decided. She 
began to search for the telephone directory. A tidy 
person would put it back in the drawer of the phone 
table, but not Marie. It could be anywhere. She tried 
the bedroom and found it lying between the bed and 
the wall where Marie had thrown it onto the carpet. 

Tania picked it up quickly. It was open at the R’s, 
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and Alex’s name was circled in ink. Just as she began 
to dial his number the door chimes sounded, _- 

She ran for the door. It had to be Marie. She 
opened it quickly. But it was Alex who stood there. 

“Your phone was busy for ages, Tania. Marie must 
be in good form this morning. I gave up trying to con- 
tact you, and drove over. I hope you don’t mind?” 

“Pm glad you did, Alex,” she said. “I was just about 
to call you.” She closed the door behind him as he 
came in, “Marie isn’t here. She went out sometime yes- 
terday and hasn’t come home. . . .” 

“But Tania,” he said soothingly when she finished 
her story, “there’s no need to be alarmed about that. 
Marie is very thoughtless, I’m afraid. You can’t let anx- 
iety for her spoil your day. She’s probably still asleep 
in some friend’s apartment. When she wakes up she'll 
make her way back here. The sensible thing to do is 
come out with me now. She'll have returned by the 
time we get back.” 

Tania shook her head, “Alex, I can’t go out until I 
know she’s okay.” 

He studied her silently for a moment. “Because of 
what happened the other night?” 

“I suppose that has something to do with it,” she 
admitted. “Things like that don’t happen to me every 
day, you know.” 

“And you were alone here last night. Not even 
Kwoh. I wish I had known that when I brought you 
back.” 

She avoided his eyes, feeling guilty at the interpreta- 
tion she immediately put on his words. Alex was not 
like that! 

. He said quickly, as though he too suddenly realized 
the implication: “I mean, of course, that I would not 
have left you alone here. I would have brought Kwoh 
Sing and his wife over. When did you discover Marie 
hadn’t come home?” 

“Not till after you called this morning. I showered 
and dressed afterwards, and took her in a breakfast . 
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He shook his head. “She didn’t mention anything 
about visiting anyone yesterday?” 

“No. She slept late. Remember? All she said was 
what you heard as we were leaving. She asked you 
about a couple, and you told her you had one.” 

“And I have. Kwoh had them come to my place, 
and I drove them over. They’re waiting downstairs.” 
He frowned thoughtfully. “Strange that Marie didn’t 
leave you any message. I know she often makes a note 
of her dates in a diary. Maybe it would give us a lead. 
Look, Tania, why don’t you fix us both a drink while I 
start some sleuthing? First, I'll look for that diary— 
though, knowing Marie, I suppose it could be any- 
where.” 

It was what she had wanted all along. She said 
quickly: “Oh, thank you. I’m sure if anyone can find 
out where she is, you can.” 

“Well, Marie and I have been friends for a long 
time. Make mine a gin and tonic, please.” Already 
walking briskly toward Marie’s bedroom, he added: 
“You'll find everything you need. behind the bar.” 

He opened the door to Marie’s room and went in- 
' side. Tania began to fix the drinks, feeling slightly less 
worried now. 

“Alex, what about the. couple you brought over?” 
she called to him. “We can’t just leave them waiting 
downstairs, can we?” 

He laughed. “The Chinese will wait quite cheerfully 
all day, if you leave them without any other instruc- 
tions. Time means nothing to them. Unless, of course, 
they happen to be in business for themselves, when 
time becomes money. They can be very industrious 
then, believe me. Chang Sun, for instance, has worked 
as hard as any American tycoon for many years. How 
are those drinks coming along?” 

“Almost ready. Have you found that diary yet?” 

“Not a sign of it. Marie might have it with her, of 
course. I’m looking for a monogrammed morocco leath- 
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er vanity case at the moment. I’ve seen her put the 
diary in that once or twice. Do you know the case I 
mean?” ; 

“Of course. I carried it off the ship for her. But I 
don’t know where she put it after that. I haven’t no- 
ticed it.” 

“I can’t find it in here. I'll have the drink out there 
with you, Tania. Won’t be a moment. After that, I'll 

. make some calls to her friends, . . .” 

Tania began to feel that everything would be all 
right now. She carried the drinks over to one of the 
small tables. 

Alex came out of the bedroom, frowning. “You said 
you carried Marie’s vanity case off the ship, Tania. It 
couldn’t be in your room, could it?” 

“No. I gave it to her when we came into the apart- 
ment. I haven’t seen it since. Maybe she took it with 
her, though.” 

“fll take a look in the other rooms,” he muttered. 
He went into the passage and opened the door of the 
nearest bedroom. 

Tania sipped her drink, wondering why he seemed 
to think the vanity case was so important. Surely call- 
ing some of Marie’s friends, as he’d suggested, was a 
better idea? 

He came back presently, still frowning, but he 
smiled as their eyes met. “She must have it with her,” 
he said. “Which leaves the phone calls.” 

He came over and sat beside her, picking up his 
glass. “I'll make a list of likely people she might have 
stayed with overnight. Now that we’ve more or less 
committed ourselves to search for her, we might as 
well make a job of it. Would you like to call the door- 
man downstairs? Ask him if her car is still in the gar- 
Tage.” 

“Gladly!” She got up, relieved to have something 

practical to do. She dialed the doorman, who went 

away to check on the car. Alex jotted down names, his 

fine dark brows drawn together slightly in concentra- 

tion. He glanced up as though he felt her studying him. 
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“Might be an idea to ask the doorman if he noticed 
whether anyone called for Marie yesterday—if the 
Mercedes is still in the garage.” 

The doorman was back on the line. “It’s in the ga- 
rage? I see. Thank you. Would you know whether any- 
one called for Miss Favier yesterday? We think she 
went out around noon. You were? Yes... Yes... 
Thank you very much.” 

Tania slowly put the phone back on its cradle. 

“She didn’t take the car?” Alex asked. 

“Tt’s still in the garage. But the doorman said she 
left in a cab, which she must have ordered from the 
apartment. He said she came downstairs. alone, and 
asked him to see if her cab was outside. He looked 
out, but it hadn’t arrived. Not long afterwards he no- 
ticed that Marie was gone from the lobby, and he 
heard her drive away. He didn’t see the cab. He was 
doing something else by then.” 

“Strange.” Alex shrugged. “Still, she is an unpredict- 
able person. Did the doorman say anything about what 
she was carrying? An overnight bag, perhaps? Any- 
thing like that?” 

“T didn’t think to ask him. I could call him again?” 

He shook his head. “Better leave it at that. We don’t 
want to create unnecessary panic about her. She’ll 
probably walk in here in the middle of it. But suppose 
you have a look in her closet while I make some calls. 
You might be able to see what she has taken with her. 
We might learn something from that.” 

Tania nodded and went into Marie’s bedroom, while 
Alex made several phone calls. She came out and fixed 
him another drink, waiting silently until he crossed the 
last name off his list. 

“None of them can help,” he said. “I can’t think of 
anyone else right now. About all I could discover is 
that Marie had a date with Alice Marsden, a mutual 
friend, this morning. She promised to call for Alice, 
but she hasn’t shown up yet. Alice will tell her to call 
here when she does. If she does. . . .” 

“Now you’re worried about her too.” 
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“Tt does begin to seem a little odd. Though, know- 
ing Marie . . . Could you tell whether she left pre- 
pared to stay overnight?” 

“She has so many clothes I can’t tell whether any 
are missing. I don’t know what overnight bags she had 
in the apartment, but all the bags she had on the ship 
are still here.” 

Alex sighed and finished his drink. “Look, why 
don’t we just forget it for a while? I'll let the servants 
settle in, and we can go out for an hour or so. Marie 
could very well be home before we are.” 

“T couldn’t, Alex.” 

“You are bothered by this, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, I am. If she isn’t back tonight . . . ?” 

“She'll be back by tonight,” he said with certainty. 

“If she isn’t, Alex, we should report her missing, 
shouldn’t we?” 

He raised his eyebrows. “To the police, you mean? 
Marie wouldn’t like that.” 

“But something might have happened to her!” 

Alex shook his head. “She’d have to be missing for 
longer than one night before I could accept that, 
Tania,” he said slowly. “This is something that I 
wouldn’t say in ordinary circumstances. I’m fond of 
Marie. I told you how it has been with us. Platonic. 
But in Marie’s life I’m rather an exception. Perhaps 
that’s why we’ve remained friends for so long. You 
must have noticed how Marie attracts men? She can’t 
help it. And I’m afraid she chooses her men impulsive- 
ly, takes them without discretion, and discards them 
without regret.” 

Tania remembered that Peter Ramsay had implied 
something like that. : 

“But . . . I can’t believe Marie could be like that!” 

Alex smiled faintly. “Nevertheless, it is the truth. 
She has had some strange . . . friends, but to her 
that’s part of the thrill of the game she plays. I'd say 
Marie is with someone she met yesterday, Tania. She 
chose not to return home last night, She should have 
let you know, of course.” 
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Tania was recalling how the men on the ship had 
_ been attracted to Marie. I’ve been a fool, she thought. 

I should never have agreed to come and stay with her. 
Still, Marie had been good to her. 

“You find it difficult to believe this about Marie?” 
Alex said. “So did I, at first. But those of us who re- 
main her real friends accept her for what she is. A 
charming, generous person.” He stood up, “Now I'll 
go down to see the servants. I’ll stay with you this af- 
ternoon, and if Marie’s not back tonight, you’ll be 
quite safe with the servants.” 

“I was supposed to be visiting the Changs this after- 
noon.” : 

“Ah. With Ramsay? I'd call Madame Chang, if I 
were you. She knows Marie pretty well too, though 
she’d be too polite to refer to her as I just did. Tell her 
Marie hasn’t come home, and you’re worried about 
her. She’ll understand, and no doubt she'll suggest an- 
other time. Afterwards you can call Ramsay and tell 
him what you’ve arranged. I may have to leave town in 
the morning. An important business deal, and I could 
be away all day. You and Ramsay might go to the 
Changs tomorrow. Don’t worry, Tania, you'll be well 
looked after here.” 

“You've very kind, Alex.” 

He really was being most understanding, Tania 
thought. She wondered whether Peter Ramsay was ca- 
pable of showing such consideration. 


Chapter Give 


It had been one of the longest and slowest days of 
Tania’s life, and the night seemed interminable. The 
slightest sound woke her and sent her hurrying into 
Marie’s room, only to find it still empty. She must have 
been up and down a dozen times, she thought wearily. 

But at least she had the new couple here tonight. 

Jenny Kee was sleeping soundly in the smallest 
guest room, and her husband, Yat, was spending the 
night in the rooms behind the garage, where he was 
within call by telephone. 

The Kees had settled in well and were a likable cou- 
ple. But their English was limited, and they seemed 
hesitant and nervous with Tania. She supposed that 
was natural enough. Here they were, suddenly deposit- 
ed in a house from which the mistress had unaccount- 
ably disappeared. They had not even been officially 
accepted yet. 

Alex had left around eleven that night, promising to 
call Tania in the morning; apologetic that his own 
affairs were taking him from Hong Kong at a time 
when she needed him. In a few hours now he would be 
on his way to Taipei in Taiwan, 800 miles away. He 
was going to try to complete his business there and re- 
turn the same day, but he had warned her that it might 
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not be possible. Even if he finished his business it 
could be difficult to get a booking on the night plane at 
such short notice. 

When she thought about that it only made Tania 
feel more miserable. It was some consolation that 
Madame Chang had been so nice about her call, and 
had asked her to come to the house with Peter Ramsay 
tomorrow afternoon—or rather this afternoon, since it 
was already growing light outside her windows. 

Peter had been delighted. Tania had been feeling so 
depressed when Peter called that she had told him 
she’d go with him to the Changs’ whether Marie re- 
turned or not. : 

Finally Tania fell into a deep sleep. Jenny woke her 
a couple of hours later with a cup of tea and some 
toast. In the next room the telephone rang, and Tania 
hurried out to answer it. It was Alex, already at the 
airport in Kowloon, ready for his flight to Taipei. 

“Heard anything, Tania?” 

“Nothing, And you?” 

“No. But I don’t think you should start inquiries 
until I return. It could embarrass Marie. There’s a 
chance I can get on the plane back from Taiwan to- 
night if they have a cancellation, and I’ll be doing all I 
can to make it.” 

“T hope you do.” 

“Tll stop by the apartment when I return. It will be 
around midnight, though. Tania, I’ve been thinking 
about those phone calls we made yesterday. Some of 
those people will probably be calling today to ask for 
news of Marie. Better just tell them that you expect to 
hear from Marie today.” 

“I hope that’s the truth.” 

‘Don’t sound worried, though. If you want a car, 
call my apartment and ask for Wu. He'll take you 
wherever you want to go.” 

“Thanks, Alex, but it shouldn’t be necessary. Peter 
Ramsay will drive me to Changs’ this afternoon. If I 
go.” 

“Tf think you should go, Tania, Marie won’t come 
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back any quicker with you waiting around for her. 
Give my regards to Chang and his wife. . . . Tell them 
I said to show you the pearl necklace which belonged 
to the Dowager Empress in Peking. Pearls fascinated 
her, you know. She’s supposed to have had one mag- 
nificent string that wound around her, covering her 
from neck to waist, and every pearl perfect. She was 
buried in them. And probably dug up again for them 
during one of the many wars or revolutions since. 

Oh, they’re paging my Aight. Try not to worry, my 
dear. Good-bye for now.” 

“Good-bye, Alex. Don’t stay away too long.” 

She felt better after Alex’s attempt to cheer her up. 

_ She showered and dressed. Then the phone rang again. 

It was Peter Ramsay. “Your prodigal hostess re~ 
turned yet, Tania?” 

“No word yet.” 

“Two days and two nights now. Did Radek go 
away?” 

“He left by the morning plane for Taiwan. Peter, 
maybe I shouldn’t go to the Changs’ today, if I don’t 
hear from Marie.” 

“Was that Radek’s suggestion?” 

She wasn’t going to argue with him again. Not this 
morning, anyway. 

“As a matter of fact, Alex urged me to go with you. 
He said the afternoon with you at the Changs’ would 
be interesting, and Marie wouldn’t come back any 
quicker because I was waiting about for her.” 

“He said that? The guy has a couple of good points 
there,” 

“He’s really very considerate.” 

“The British often are. Only means a man has to 
watch them more carefully when you're both interested 
in the same girl—or they'll run off with her before 
she’s realized what’s happening.” 

“Really, Peter . . . 1” 

“Okay! Okay!” he said quickly. “I was just playing. 
Maybe I’ve misjudged Alex Radek. I’ve nothing 
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ares him really, There, does that satisfy you, 
ania?” 

“It sounds like a concession, coming from you. Inci- 
dentally, you were wrong about Alex and Marie. I’m 
sure of that.” 

“Maybe. It was only hearsay. Would you like me to 
come up this morning?” 

She hesitated. “I’m expecting a few phone calls from 
people Alex called yesterday to ask about Marie. 
Come up for lunch if you like.” 

“Td like. And if that ... if Marie comes home 
sooner, will you call me? Pll drive you somewhere to 
blow the mists away. Promise?” 

“Well. . . okay. And thank you, Peter.” 

“Look, I don’t have to be clairvoyant to tell how 
worried you are, Tania. Maybe it’s time you reported 
her missing. Inspector Howell at police headquarters is 
a friend of mine. If you like, I'll contact him and see 
what he thinks about it. He’s really a nice guy.” 

She was remembering that Alex had asked her to do 
nothing about consulting the police until he returned. 
Yet it was encouraging to learn that Peter took this 
thing seriously. 

She said hesitantly, “Let’s wait until this afternoon. 
We could discuss it then, if there’s still no word from 
Marie.” 

“Well, so long as you’re sure that’s what you want 
to do. I’ll see you about twelve thirty?” 

“Right,” she said, smiling. “And thank you, Peter. I 
like you much better this morning.” 

“Tm trying hard. "Bye now.” 

The telephone rang again almost immediately. A 
woman’s voice. One of Marie’s friends whom Alex had 
contacted the day before. Others who’d been on Alex’s 
list called after that. Everyone was sympathetic and 
reassuring, but no one had heard any more of Marie. 
Madame Chang called just before Peter arrived for 
lunch, 

“I’m so sorry, Miss Kenway,” she said. “Our friend 
is thoughtless and capricious, I fear. It is a pity you 
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are so troubled. The visit to our home this afternoon 
with Peter Ramsay will divert you pleasantly, I frust. 
But my husband has influence, ways of discovering 
things that others do not have. If Marie is still in Hong 
Kong he could probably learn where she is.” 

Tania was grateful for the offer, but she reminded 
herself now what Alex had said about avoiding fuss 
and embarrassment. 

“Thank you, Madame Chang, it’s very kind of you 
to offer to help. But Alex Radek asked me not to do 
anything about reporting Marie missing until he re- 
turned from Taiwan. He said reporting it might embar- 
rass Marie.” 

“Mr. Radek has gone to Taiwan?” 

“On the morning plane. He hopes to return to- 
night.” 

“I see. So in the meantime, we do nothing? What 
does Peter Ramsay think of this?” 

“He has a friend at police headquarters. An Inspec- 
tor Howell. He suggested asking Inspector Howell's 
advice this morning, but after what Alex said—” 

“You told him not to? Perhaps there is reason in 
what Mr. Radek says. My husband is much wiser than 
I, and will know. Personally, I would favor Peter’s 
suggestion. He is a man we always trust. He would not 
advise you badly.” 

It seemed to Tania that Madame Chang’s tone im- 
plied that Alex was not as well respected. But she was 
probably starting to imagine things—the words had 
been simple enough. 

“Are you still there, Miss Kenway?” Madame Chang 
was saying. 

“Yes,” she said quickly. “I was just trying to decide 
what would be best to do. I would appreciate it if your 
husband could try to find Marie, Madame Chang. But 
I really feel that it would be best if as few people as 
possible knew about it. Don’t you agree?” 

“For one so young, you have wisdom, Miss Ken- 
way,” Madame Chang said. “I will speak to my hus- 
band at once. But only you and I shall know of it, 
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Come as soon after lunch as you can. Troubles we 
nurture grow like mushrooms. You have stayed too 
long alone and troubled in Marie Favier’s apartment. 
We must try to make up to you a little for your anxi- 
ety. You will be very welcome in our home. . . . 

Tania had just finished changing when Peter arrived. 
He looked as handsome as ever in a sports coat and 
slacks. 

“Hello, Tania,” he said as she opened the door. 
“T’m a bit early, but I couldn’t wait.” 

Tania led him into the living room. “It’s good to see 
you, Peter. Sit down, and Ill ask Yat to fix you a 
drink. What’ll it be?” 

“A martini, please. The new couple’s satisfactory?” 

Tania nodded. “I haven't tested Yat’s skill on a 
martini yet, though.” 

Peter lowered his tall frame into a chair as she rang 
for Yat. 

“Let’s see how the view up here by day compares to 
the one at night,” Peter said after Yat had gone. 

Tania looked across at the windows, but Peter’s eyes 
were on her, “Yes, I'd say that Miss Marie Favier has 
one of the best views in Hong Kong,” he said solemnly. 
“I hope she appreciates it.” 

Tania sighed. “I only wish I knew where Marie was.” 

“You've heard nothing more, then?” 

“Nothing. I’ve just been talking to Madame Chang 
on the phone.” 

“Oh?” 

“She was very sympathetic, and seemed to think I 
should follow whatever advice you gave me.” 

Peter smiled. “Which, of course, you have no inten- 
tion of doing. Or have you changed your mind about 
seeing Inspector Howell?” 

“No, Peter. I'd rather leave it a while yet. . 

Yat came back with their drinks, and Peter sit 
his approvingly. 

“You mix an excellent martini, Yat,” he said. Yat 
Kee smiled proudly at the compliment. 

And Jenny proved — competent as a cook, 
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Tania was pleased to discover. The fish and chicken 
dishes she’d prepared for lunch were excellent. 

Over the meal Tania enjoyed Peter’s company; he 
kept the conversation away from the subject of Marie. 
Shortly it was time for them to leave for the Changs’. 

Madame Chang met them at the door of her house, 
She wore a green cheongsam, and her jade drop ear- © 
rings gleamed translucent in the light as she moved 
forward to greet them. 

She smiled. “Welcome to our home. Unfortunately, 
my husband has left for the city on urgent business.” 
The look she gave Tania was significant. “He is deso- 
lated that he cannot be here to see you both, so I must 
do my poor best to make up for his absence.” 

Tania felt as though she had suddenly been drawn 
away from the modern America of Peter Ramsay and 
his American convertible into Old China. A China she 
hadn’t found in Alex Radek’s company, or in Marie 
Favier’s apartment. The help moved soundlessly 
through the house and spoke only Chinese in the pres- 
ence of their mistress and her guests. 

Chinese tea was served in shallow cups, and Tania 
found it pleasant. Afterward, Madame Chang proudly 
showed them her house and garden. 

“They do not build houses in the old way anymore,” 
she said. “I remember when I was a girl on the main- 
land, my father would boast that his ancestors built 
our house to last forever, But they were cold in the 
winter, and we burned coals in braziers. The rooms 
were larger than these, with high ceilings. The thick 
stone walls were plastered, and the floors were tiled. I 
used to shiver all winter and wish for spring. . . . On 
the first day of spring my servant would bring me a 
branch of golden lamay flowers. We have some of the 
lamay bushes here in what we call our bamboo garden, 
but as you see, the blooms ate long spent now. And 
here it is not as cold in winter as it is in the North, so 
the flowers are poorer. In the North where I was born 
the lamay would burst into bloom overnight, becoming 
a tree of shimmering gold. . . .” 
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She led them across an enclosed courtyard with tiny 
pools and carefully stunted miniature trees and shrubs. 

“This is a copy of the courtyard in my father’s 
house,” Madame Chang explained. 

Inside, she showed Tania some of their priceless an- 
tiques. Peter Ramsay was strangely subdued, and fol- 
lowed them quietly. But he seemed to be finding pleas- 
ure in Tania’s delight. 

“This is a bell from the temple in my native town. 
This from the temple in the town where Chang was 
born. They were given to us as wedding gifts by the 
priests. I became a Christian a long time ago, and now 
the old faith seems foolish to me. 

“I remember my mother on her way to the temple in 
a sedan chair. Her feet were bound, and she could not 
walk very well. There was a local war between two of 
the local tuchuns, as we called the warlords in those 
days. Everyone was very frightened because we could 
hear the cannon not far away, and nobody knew what 
was happening. The First World War was being fought 
in Europe, and Dr. Sun Yat-sen’s republic was not 
strong enough to subdue his own warlords.” 

“Those must have been terrible times, Madame 
Chang.” 

_“What I remember most clearly is my mother in her 
sedan chair going to the temple to pray. She used to 
fuss, trying to make sure the servants hadn’t forgotten 
anything. The silver slipper to be burned, the incense, 
her tea basket, the specially prepared cakes we must 
take. She would not eat pork that day, or anything 
cooked in lard, lest the gods smell her breath and be 
offended. The abbot always came down the steps of 
the temple to greet us, bowing very low. And why 
shouldn’t he? My mother was very rich, and very fool- 
ish, and the abbot was a greedy man... .” 

Everything Madame Chang showed them seemed to 
have a history. It was as though the great house were 
furnished with the threads of her family’s lives. 

There were two great camphorwood chests which 
she and her husband had packed with their most trea- 
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sured possessions to flee from the Japanese invasion in 
1937. As she looked at them Tania could picture 
frightened servants carrying the trunks along roads 
congested with refugees—the spoiled aristocrats rub- 
bing shoulders for the first time with the sweating, dirty, 
frightened crowds. 

Eventually the Changs had reached the sea and 
taken ship to Hong Kong. Here Chang Sun had saved 
enough to build up a great fortune for himself. Enough 
to enable him and his wife to survive a second Japa- 
nese occupation and rebuild their depleted fortune in 
the land boom that followed the end of World War IL. 

“Chang was awarded the Order of the British Em- 
pire for his work here during the last war, Tania,” 
Peter Ramsay told her. “A lot of civilian prisoners 
held in Stanley Prison owe their lives to him. He 
helped Chinese resistance fighters, Europeans, people 
from every walk of life. He fed and sheltered them 
when he could.” 

“You must be very proud of your husband, mad- 
ame,” Tania said. 

Madame Chang’s eyes answered her. “You must see 
his jade collection now, and his pearls. They give him 
a great deal of pleasure.” 

Tania understood why when she saw the pieces he 
owned. Set in intricate patterns of handwrought gold 
or silver, the jade was truly magnificent. 

She was astonished when she noticed that outside 
the windows the light was failing, and it was time to 
leave. She had not thought of Marie all afternoon. 

“You must come again,” Madame Chang said, smil- 
ing. She handed Tania a small package. “Please accept 
this as a memento of your visit. I have enjoyed having 
you both.” 

“Thank you so much, Madame Chang,” Tania said. 
“Tt’s been a wonderful afternoon.” She looked down at 
the package. ‘‘And this is very kind of you.” 

- “A trifle,” Madame Chang assured her. “Don’t open 
it until you arrive back at the apartment.” 
69 


: “She’s quite a girl, isn’t she?” Peter said as they 
drove off. 

“A darling!” Tania fingered the gift packet cu- 
riously, then put it in her handbag. 

“She obviously liked you, Tania. She doesn’t usually 
talk so much about her personal life. Not that I’m sur- 
prised, of course. You are a pretty special kind of per- 
son, you know.” 

Tania smiled at him. Today she was beginning to 
appreciate that Peter was someone special too, though 
his approach was different from Alex’s. 

“Like to go downtown for a drink?” he asked, 

“Thank you, Peter, but I think I should get back 
to the apartment. Come up and have a drink there. 
Marie—” 

“Pd like to shake that Marie till her back teeth rat- 
tle!” Peter said angrily. “Your holiday in Hong Kong 
is slipping away, and she’s spoiling it for you.” 

“It may not be Marie’s fault. That's what worries 

“Well, if she’s only stayed away for some selfish rea- 
son of her own, I'd like to shake her till her teeth rat- 
tle. You haven’t even had a chance to explore Kow- 
loon and the New Territories yet. And didn’t you say 
something about wanting to visit Macau? Come to 
think of it, I could take you across there on the hydro- 
foil tomorrow.” 

“P}] have to. . . see,” Tania murmured doubtfully. 

“Do, We can arrange everything. You'll need a visa 
to go to Macau, but you can get that quickly enough. 
The hydrofoil crossing only takes an hour and fifteen 
minutes.” 

“T already have the visa for Macau.” 

“I hope you weren’t planning to go there alone,” 
Peter said. “Haven’t you seen what Hollywood thinks 
of Macau? Gambling, vice, someone being assaulted, 
battered, stabbed, and robbed in every alley?” 

“If that’s the way it is, 1 wouldn’t want to take you 
into such danger, Peter. . . .” 

He laughed. “Actually, Macau is as well-behaved as 
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any other tourist resort. Gambling is legal over there, 
but there are only two large casinos, and they don’t 
come with floorshows Las Vegas style. It’s a fascinat- 
ing spot; you can see it all in a couple of hours and 
return quite easily and comfortably in the one day. To- 
morrow, if you go with me. How about it?” 

“It’s tempting, but . . .” 

He grinned at her a little ruefully. “I know—there’s 
the Marie problem. Suppose we do something positive 
about that right aow—like going to police headquar- 
ters to see John Howell?” 

“JT think I'll wait a little longer, Peter,” she said 
uneasily. “Alex—” 

“That guy again?” he sighed. “Howell is a friend of 
mine. Not of Radek’s.” 

Tania didn’t want to spoil the day by arguing with 
Peter now. When he pulled up outside the apartment 
house, he turned and looked at her steadily. 

“I wish you would decide to come across to Macau 
with me tomorrow, Tania. You might manage to forget 
Marie till you get back. The way you have today.” 

Tania shook her head. “But come up for that 
drink,” 

“A crumb from the table,” he said with a grin. “Are 
you sure you won’t come along to dinner with me to- 
night?” He’d asked her to join a small party one of his 
business associates had arranged, but Tania had decid- 
ed not to go. 

“Well, let’s go up to the apartment,” Peter said. 
“Maybe Marie’s back by now. Frankly, you have me 
worried about her too.” 

Tania went up to the apartment while Peter parked 
his car. Jenny Kee opened the door. 

“Have you heard anything from Miss Favier, 
Jenny?” 

The woman shook her head. “Nobody come, Miss 
Kenway. But Mr. Radek telephone. He say he could 
not get seat on plane. He be home tomorrow night.” 

“Any news?” Peter asked when he came in. 
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“Alex couldn’t get a seat in tonight’s plane. He’s 
stranded there until tomorrow night.” 

“Does that make any difference about going to the 
police? Or to dinner with me?” 

“No. Why should it?” 

“Forgetting about us, I think you should go to see 
Howell now. Not wait until the day after tomorrow.” 

Tania hesitated. “Maybe tomorrow morning. I'll call 
you.” She rang for Yat Kee and ordered two highballs. 

“Howell could advise us,” Peter persisted. “He may 
even know Marie. Socially. The guy gets around.” 

Tania considered that while they drank. But if In- 
spector Howell did know Marie socially and her disap- 
pearance turned out to be nothing to worry about at 
all, Marie might have some awkward explaining to do. 
She wouldn’t thank Tania for that. 

“fd rather not talk to Inspector Howell at this 
stage, Peter,” Tania decided. “Perhaps tomorrow.” 

Peter’s eyes narrowed. “I think you're either making 
a mistake, or you and Radek know something I don’t. 
I’m only trying to help you, Tania.” : 

“I know you are. And I'm grateful. But you said 
yourself at first that Marie was one woman you wouldn’t 
start a search for.” 

“After three days, though . . .” Peter finished his 
drink and stood up. “Besides, Tania, I hate to see you 
worried like this. If you don’t report her missing to the 
police tomorrow morning, I will.” 

“If you did, and she was okay, she never forgive 
me.” 

“Pq risk that,” he said. “Unfortunately, T have to go 
now, Tania. I'll call you tomorrow and see if you've 
changed your mind.” 

Tania watched him go in silence. Today, this after- 
noon, had been something special, but now he had 
spoiled it. She thought of what Madame Chang had 
said about trusting Peter. Maybe he was right about re- 
porting Marie’s absence—maybe Marie was in danger 
somewhere. She’d followed Alex’s advice so far, but 
Alex wasn’t here to advise her now... - And appat- 
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ently Chang Sun’s discreet inquiries, if they’d been 
made, hadn’t turned up anything; otherwise the 
Changs would have called. 

Suddenly Tania decided she couldn’t sit around 
waiting any longer. She ran out onto the balcony. 

“Peter!” 

The convertible swung out into the road. Tania 
waved frantically to attract Peter’s attention, but he 
did not look back, and in seconds the heavy foliage of 
the trees that lined the street hid the sports car from 
sight. She realized she didn’t even know where he was 
dining tonight—she wouldn’t be able to speak to him 
until the morning now. 

She went slowly back inside. Jenny Kee’s eyes were 
curious as she picked up the used glasses, and Tania 
found herself wishing the Lees had never left Marie’s 
service. Servants usually had some idea about their 
mistresses’ habits. But the only one who could proba- 
bly ever tell her anything definite about Marie was 
Alex—and Alex was in Taiwan. 

She remembered what Alex had said about calling 
his man Wu, who would take her wherever she wanted 
to go in the Rolls. She picked up the telephone and 
dialed Alex’s number. 

“This is Miss Kenway calling. Is Wu there, please?” 

“Yes, Miss Kenway. This is Kwoh Sing. You re- 
member? You want car, I tell Wu? Or you want speak 
with him?” 

“Mr. Radek said to call if I wanted the car, and Wu 
would take me wherever I wanted to go. If he isn’t 
busy, I’d like him to drive me to the city, please, 
Kwoh.” 

“Can do, Miss Kenway. Kwoh send him quick. Ten 
minute.” 

“Thank you Kwoh. . . .” 

Tania put down the receiver. 

She was glad that she hadn’t needed to tell Kwoh 
where she wanted to go. Although Wu was sure to tell 
Kwoh later on. It didn’t matter. This was what Alex 
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himself would do when he returned tomorrow night, if 
Marie was still missing. 

She felt better now. She was doing something she 
should have done long ago, for instinctively she felt 
that Peter was right. The police should be told about 
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Chapter Siz 


It was so simple. So simple that she wished she had 
done it yesterday or the day before. 

“My name is Tania Kenway,” she told the uni- 
formed desk sergeant. “I’ve come to report a missing 
person. I was wondering if I could speak to Inspector 
Howell, please.” 

“Tm sorry, Miss Kenway, but Inspector Howell went 
home at six and is only available in an emergency.” 

Tania was about to say she would come back in the 
morning. 

“Detective-sergeant Grayson is on duty,” the desk 
oa said helpfully. “You could see him if you 

e.” 
wan right,” Tania said. “I guess that would be 
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The detective-sergeant was a pleasant-faced, fair- 
haired young man. Tania explained to him that she 
was a friend of Peter Ramsay’s, and that he had want- 
ed her to see Inspector Howell. 

The detective-sergeant grinned. “You know Peter? 
He’s a friend of mine, a great guy, as you Americans 
would say.” 

“Peter and I met on the ship on the way out,” Tania 
said. “I saw him this afternoon. He wanted to bring 
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me down to see Inspector Howell, but I wasn’t sure 
about coming then.” 

She explained the reason for her visit. 

Tony Grayson made a few notes as he listened at- 
tentively to Tania’s story. } 

“You wouldn’t have a photograph of Miss Favier, 
would you?” he said when she had finished. 

“J haven’t noticed any photographs of her around 
the apartment, Sergeant. But her passport should be 
there somewhere. Would that do?” 

“That would be perfect,” he said. “And please call 
me Tony. Look, there’s no need for you to bring it 
down yourself. Just slip it in an envelope and get one 
of your boys to drop it in.” 

“['ll bring it in myself. I’m so worried about Marie.” 

“Of course you are. But it’s most unlikely that we'll 
have any information about her before we receive the 
photographs. I'll start investigations at once. It is pos- 
sible she’s left Hong Kong, you know.” 

“[’m quite sure she hasn’t done anything like that.” 
Tania frowned. “Tony, I’m frightened something has 
happened to her in Hong Kong.” 

Tony Grayson leaned back in his chair and looked 
at Tania thoughtfully. 

“Tania, if | may? Geographically Hong Kong is a 
small territory. If Marie Favier had been injured we'd 
have found her or heard of it much sooner than this. 
Has it occurred to you that she may have left her 
apartment for some . . . personal reason? And that 
therefore she may return of her own accord?” 

“Yes, of course. That's why I]... Wwe..-- waited 
so long. But three days! Don’t forget I’m a guest in her 
apartment, at her invitation, and she left without any 
word or explanation_to me at all.” 

“Hong Kong is very cosmopolitan,” he said in a 
matter-of-fact way. “People like Marie Favier do very 
much as they please. They don’t always behave ration- 
ally, and they often have their own moral code.” 

Tania avoided his sharp blue eyes. 

“A number of people are reported missing here 


76 


every day, and the majority of them are women,” he 
went on. “Twenty percent vanish without trace. Of the 
remainder, about half have left to join a man in anoth- 
er part of Hong Kong or somewhere beyond our juris- 
diction. When and if we find these women they strong- 
ly resent it, and we can take no further action.” 

“I understand.” Tania moved uneasily in her chair. 
It was still possible that Marie had done just that. Alex 
had warned her. . . . 

“You would be surprised at the cost of such investi- 
gations here,” the detective-sergeant went oh. “So we 
don’t take the reports of missing people too seriously. 
At least not until we’ve carried out preliminary inquir- 
ies.” 
He smiled suddenly. “However, your case seems to 
me a little different. You're a friend of Marie Favier’s 
and an invited guest. Therefore she could be expected 
to contact you to prevent you from coming here to us. 
We can assume that she wouldn’t want a scandal in 
her circle. And then there is the intruder: Although 
nothing was stolen, the apartment was thoroughly 
searched, you said.” 

Tania nodded. “Yes, he went through everything in 
my room.” 

“Obviously he didn’t find what he wanted, and then 
you disturbed him before he could go through your 
friend’s room in the same way.” 

“Yes,” 

“You say that he ran toward you and that you fell 
trying to get out of his way?” 

Tania nodded. 

“Marie Favier heard you cry out and came out of 
the bedroom? He was running toward the outer door, 
trying to escape?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did she run after him? Call for help?” 

“No. She just stood in the doorway staring at us as 
though she was too frightened to move.” 

“He had trouble getting out the door? Escaping 
from the apartment?” 
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“No. The outer door was open. He left it like that 
when he came in.” 

“I see. Now, at the doorway he turned and threw a 
knife at Marie?” 

“Yes, It stuck in the doorpost beside her.” 

“Where is the knife now?” 

Tania had to admit she didn’t know. “Perhaps Marie 
got Kwoh Sing to pull it out—I haven't seen it since 
that night.” 

Tony Grayson’s fingers drummed lightly on the desk 
top for a moment. 

“That man. could have escaped quite easily without 
throwing the knife, couldn’t he?” 

“He just turned, and saw her there and panicked. . . .” 

“Yet he could have escaped without throwing the 
knife at all?” 

Once again Tania was aware of the directness of his 
gaze. “Yes, he could have escaped without throwing 
the knife. But Marie didn’t seem to think he meant to 
harm her.” 

“Why not?” 

“She said the Chinese are expert with knives, and if 
he’d wanted to hit her he could have. She thought he 
wanted to frighten her so she’d let him get away.” 

“Could the knife have been thrown as a warning to 
her about something?” 

Tania frowned. “A warning? About what? Marie 
thought he was a refugee who was trying to rob us, 
She said he was probably hungry, desperate. . . .” 

“If he was a refugee.” Grayson referred to his notes. 
“Tania, that description you gave me of the man does 
not indicate that he was a refugee from the mainland 
at all. Five feet nine, one hundred and eighty pounds. 
You say he wore a boiler suit, and that at the open 
neck you noticed a white shirt and the knot of a black 
tie. According to your statement, he also wore new 
black sneakers.” 

“That’s what I thought I saw. But I was so fright- 
ened at the time, I could have made a mistake,” 
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“Still, you were prepared to give me this as a state- 
ment when you came in here?” 

“Tony, I still say that’s what I saw, but I could have 
made a mistake. . . . I guess I'd better go now. It’s 
getting late, and I have a car waiting outside. You 
never know, Marie may have come home while I’ve 
been here. Perhaps if you called the apartment . . . ?” 

He picked up the phone. “Get me Miss Marie 
Favier’s apartment, please. Stubb Road, the Peak.” He 
put the telephone down and smiled at her. “It'll save 
us a lot of trouble if she’s there. Tania, I’d like you to 
be patient with me a little longer, now, until I get the 
report of the burglary. We’ll check it together against 
your own statement, and I promise not to keep you a 
moment longer after that. All right?” 

“Okay, Tony,” Tania said, resigning. “I'll do my 
best to help you in any way I can.” 

“Tm sure you will. Cigarette?” 

She took one, and he came around the desk to light 
it for her. He phoned in a request for the burglary re- 
port then. 

“All this anxiety about Marie Favier must be ruin- 
ing your holiday,” he said, perching on the corner of 
his desk. “You move in with her and she disappears 
almost immediately. Have you seen anything at all of 
Hong Kong yet?” 

“T’ve been for a drive around the island, and yester- 
day Peter took me to visit a family he knew.” 

Tony grinned. “I'll bet he took you to Chang Sun’s 
place. That’s quite a house, isn’t it? Madame Chang is 
charming, and so is that old rogue of a husband of 
hers in his own way.” 

The telephone behind him burred. He reached for it 
automatically. 

“Grayson. ... 

“That was your servant at the apartment,” he said 
after he put the phone down. “Marie hasn’t returned to 
_ the apartment, Tania, nor has she contacted them.” 

He went back to the chair behind his desk and sat 
down. “Yat Kee said that he and his wife are new 
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there. That’s a pity. Usually servants know quite a lot 
about their employers. You wouldn’t know what hap- 
pened to Marie’s previous employees, or how long they 
were with her, I suppose?” 

“They were a couple by the name of Lee. I think 
they’d been with Marie about three years. They left 
just before she returned from the States. I understand 
they went back to Canton.” 

“That’s most unusual,” Grayson said, scribbling 
hastily. “Canton, eh? Mostly traffic is in the other direc- 
tion from there. Her new servants are from even farther 
North. They speak Mandarin. Anyway, I'll see what I 
can dig up about them. If the Lees are still in Hong 
Kong they may be able to help us. Someone must have 
paid them off if they were gone from the apartment 
when Marie Favier returned. Who was responsible for 
keeping an eye on the apartment during her absence?” 

“Alex Radek. He’s a friend of Marie’s.” 

“Alex Radek?” He frowned. 

“Yea.” 

“You know him, of course?” 

“Yes, quite well. I came here in his car, in fact. His 
chauffeur drove me down. Alex is away at present.” 

“But you came here with his approval?” 

“He thought we should report it, but he wanted me 
to wait until he returned from Taiwan tomorrow night, 
I decided that might be too long to wait, though.” 

“You were right, Tania. It might be.” The phone 
rang again. “Yes?” 

Tania could hear a masculine voice at the other end, 
but she couldn’t make out what the person was saying, 
The conversation was brief. 

“That was Records, Tania.” 

“About Marie’s statement?” 

Tony Grayson’s face was grave. “We have no report 
of any prowler at Marie Favier’s apartment, Tania,” he 
said quietly. “Except for your statement the incident 
has not been reported.” 

She stared at him in astonishment. “But Marie must 
have reported it. She told Kwoh Sing she had, Alex as- 
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sured me of that. He said your department had not 
considered the report a serious one, because nothing 
was stolen. She told him you didn’t want to question 
me, that you were satisfied she’d given you a full re- 
port.” 

“We have no record of it at all, Tania. And we 
don’t take attempted robbery, or any attempts to com- 
mit grievous bodily harm, lightly. Believe me.” 

“The report must have gone to another precinct.” 

He shook his head. “To another police station? 
Even if it did, it would be referred here to headquar- 
ters at once. No, Tania, your Miss Favier has made no 
report at all.” 

“If you don’t believe me—” 

Detective-sergeant Grayson smiled faintly. “I believe 
you implicitly, Tania. But I must admit that I simply 
couldn’t understand why nobody questioned you, and 
why a statement wasn’t taken from you. Of course it’s 
perfectly clear now. We knew nothing about it.” His 
smile faded. “I don’t like this at all.” 

“You mean . . . Marie may be in danger?” 

“Possibly,” he said carefully. “I’ll have this state- 
ment copied for you to sign. Tania, are you sure you 
wouldn’t prefer to move downtown to a hotel? It 
would be far more convenient for you, and I’m sure 
that when we find Marie Favier she would understand 
perfectly. I could call Peter Ramsay and he’d find ac- 
commodations for you. Or I could organize it for you 
myself if you like?” 

“I couldn’t just walk away and leave the apartment 
now, Tony.” ’ 

He stood up. “I can only advise you, of course. I 
can’t force you to move.” He smiled. “Now, if you 
don’t mind coming downstairs with me, I’d like you to 
have a look at some photographs. I’ll have someone 
prepare the statement too. Then, after you’ve read and 
signed it, you can return to the apartment. . . . Inci- 
dentally, I wasn’t trying to frighten you just now when 
I suggested you might like to move to a hotel. I was 
only thinking of your own convenience. . . .” 
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From then on he tried to make it all very pleasant 
and informal. He found her a comfortable chair and 
brought her a cup of tea. She searched through an 
album of photographs and a clerk typed the statement. 

Tania liked Tony Grayson. He was efficient and very 
considerate. She signed her statement, but she was un- 
able to find a photograph that resembled the intruder. 

Afterward Tony walked out to the front door with 
her. 

“It’s quite possible that Marie Favier will return to 
the apartment tonight, as Alex Radek seemed to ex- 
pect. I'm going off duty at midnight, so we won’t be 
able to do much before morning. But if she has left the 
colony then we’ll soon find out. I'll advise you imme- 
diately of any new developments. And you'll look for a 
photograph of her?” 

They had reached the door, Tania paused at the top 
of the steps and turned to him. 

“Thank you, Tony. I hope it won't be too long be- 
fore we hear something.” 

“So do I.” Tony Grayson grinned suddenly. “Give 
my regards to Peter Ramsay when you see him.” 

Tania said she would, and got into the Rolls. She 
leaned back, deep in thought. There was no doubt 
about the police. They dug up all kinds of ugly possi- 
bilities. Marie could be in danger. Marie could be 
frightened, and hiding from something Tania knew 
nothing about. Really, it was unnerving—the little she 
did know about Marie. “Have we heard anything from 
Miss Favier yet, Yat Kee?” Tania asked, when she ar- 
rived back at the apartment. 

“Nothing, Miss Kenway. But someone called on the 
telephone; police, he said.” 

“Yes, I know. It’s been reported to the police now.” 

“Yes, miss. Police very good. They find Miss Favier 
pretty quick,” 

“T hope so, Yat Kee.” 

“Jenny serve dinner now, Miss Kenway?” 

“Yes, please.” 

“I tell Jenny. You like a drink before dinner?” 
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“Yes, I would. A martini, please.” 

Tania hadn’t thought she would be able to eat much 
dinner. The anxiety and worry of the past few days 
had blunted her appetite. But a taste of Jenny’s crisp 
deep-fried duck brought it all back. Then, encouraged 
by Tania’s praise, Jenny produced Chao Tze; a light 
dumpling stuffed with mustard, sweet plum sauce, 
steamed hot-bread and Tientsin cabbage. . . . 

Tania went to bed around ten thirty. No doubt it 
was the heavy meal that made her sleep so soundly. 
She woke later and realized that the steady burr com- 
ing from the living room had not been a part of her 
dream as she had first supposed. 

She sat up and reached for the light switch. She 
could hear Jenny Kee stirring in her room. 

“It’s okay, Jenny,” she called. “I'll take it.” 

She switched on the light in the living room and saw 
by the wall clock that it was almost midnight. Maybe 
Tony Grayson had already discovered something. . . . 

She lifted the receiver. “Yes?” 

“I have a long-distance call from Macau for Miss 
Tania Kenway. The call is person-to-person. Is Miss 
Kenway available, please?” 

Macau. She didn’t know anyone in Macau, 

“This is Miss Kenway speaking.” 

“Hold the line, please,” 

“Tania?” 

It was Marie. But her voice was so low Tania could 
barely hear it. 

“Marie!” Tania cried. “You've frightened the life 
out of me. Where have you been? What are you doing 
in Macau?” 

“Tania, listen to me. I don’t have much time. I’m in 
trouble. Terrible trouble! You must help me.” 

Tania’s heart leaped. “What’s happened, Marie? 
How can I help you?” 

“I want you to come here to Macau as early as you 
can tomorrow morning. The first hydrofoil leaves at 
eight thirty.” 

“To Macau? But why, Marie?” 
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“Tania. Listen to me! I may have to hang up at any 
moment, and I can’t explain to you. Not now. Will you 
help me?” 

“Yes, of course! But. . . 7” 

“Then listen carefully and don’t interrupt. Don’t tell 
anyone that you’ve heard from me. Do you hear? No- 
body!” 

“But what about Alex, your friends . . . 7” 

“I said nobody, Tania! Come to Macau tomorrow 
morning. Check in at the Estoril Hotel on Avenida Si- 
donio for tomorrow night. Can you hear me?” 

“Yes.” The urgency had risen in Marie’s voice. 

“Do what all the other tourists do. Act as if you're 
sight-seeing. Stroll about the streets nearby. I'll meet 
you somewhere, sometime during the day, if I can. If 
not, go to the riverboat casino after dinner. I'll contact 
you there. Do you understand that?” 

“Yes, yes, I understand what you want me to do. 
The Estoril . . . the riverboat casino after dinner. 
But—” 

“Tania, there’s something else. I want you to bring 
my vanity case with you. The monogrammed one you 
carried off the ship for me. Remember?” 

“Yes, I remember. But where is it? I searched all 
over for it and couldn’t find it. Alex said you might 
have your diary in it. We were trying to find you, 
and—” 

“Bring it with you to Macau. Don’t come without it! 
It’s in—” She broke off, and was silent for so long that 
Tania thought she had gone. 

“Marie?” she cried, “Marie! Are you still there?” 

“I hid it in a cabin trunk in the second guest room.” 
Tania could only just hear Marie’s urgent whisper. 
“Look under the bed in there. You have to bring the 
vanity case. I must go now.” 

“Marie, wait! What's this all about? Why—” 

The line was dead. Tania put the telephone down 
slowly, her heart pounding. Outside she could see pale 
moonlight; there was something eerie and frightening 
now about the living room. Something that started her 
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trembling. She was afraid to turn her head; she could 
sense another person in the big room. 

“Something is wrong, Miss Kenway?” 

She started. Jenny Kee was standing in the doorway. 

“No, nothing’s wrong, Jenny, thanks. You go back 
to bed.” 

“That not the mistress then? That not Miss Favier 
called?” 

“No, it was someone I met on the ship.” 

“Oh. You like coffee, Miss Kenway? I get. I not 
mind.” 

“No, I don’t want coffee, thank you. Coffee would 
keep me awake.” 

“You siire you okay, Miss Kenway? You look sick.” 

“Just sleepy, Jenny. I don’t like getting up at mid- 
night to take telephone calls. I’m going back to bed 
now. I'll wait until you’re in your room before I put 
out the light. Good night, Jenny.” 

“Good night, Miss Kenway. . ...” 

She was not a very good liar, Tania decided as she 
went back to her room. But she was annoyed with 
Marie for placing her in such a situation. And all this 
nonsense about bringing the vanity case to Macau. 
Marie was always being theatrical, always overplaying 
her problems. She wasn’t going to do it... . 

Then again, suppose Marie was really in trouble? 
She would never forgive herself if something happened 
to Marie because she hadn’t done as she’d asked. And 
Marie had sounded pretty urgent. 

She wondered if she should call Peter and ask him 
what to do. But he’d hardly be home from the dinner 
party yet, and she didn’t know where to contact him. 

Perhaps it was just as well, she thought, climbing 
back into bed. He’d only insist on going to Macau with 
her, and Marie had said she wasn’t to tell anyone. All 
the same, Tania thought, she’d like to talk about it with 
someone. Someone like Peter Ramsay. . . , 

Why on earth did Marie want the vanity case? Lying 
there in bed staring out through the open window, 
Tania wondered about that particularly. Her. mind 
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went back to the day they had arrived in Hong Kong. 
She’d thought Marie had asked her to take the vanity 
case only because she had so much to carry herself. 
Had there been another reason? 

Tania had had no trouble passing through Customs, 
but Marie had been led off for questioning. She had 
just presumed they’d asked Marie about the mink 
stole, but actually Marie had never told her exactly 
what it was they had wanted. Had the Customs of- 
ficials been looking for something else? Something 
she had been carrying in the vanity case? 

Suddenly Tania was certain the case held the answer 
to everything. But she didn’t like the sinister implica- 
tions that were forming in her mind, 

That man in the lounge at the Sea Terminal—the 
well-dressed one who’d mistaken her for Maric. Surely 
he’d done so only because of the monogram on the 
vanity case. 

He’d been far more interested in the case than he 
had been in her. And that man who’d thrown the 
knife. He’d been searching for the case too, perhaps. 
That was maybe why he’d looked in her room first. 
The man at the Sea Terminal had seen her with the 
vanity case. Not Marie. 

Tania’s mind raced. She could hardly stop herself 
from getting out of bed and looking for the case then 
and there. But she’d have to wait for Jenny to settle 
down before she dared do that. Jenny had been too cu- 
tious about that call. Tania would have to be careful. 
She could trust nobody until she’d seen Marie. 

Tania shivered. Should she take the case to Tony 
Grayson in the morning and tell him what had hap- 
pened? Tell him what Marie wanted her to do? 

No, first of all she had to know what was in the vani- 
ty case. 

She heard Jenny cough. She’d have to wait a little 
longer yet. 

Ten minutes went slowly by, and then Tania heard - 
the rhythmic sound of Jenny’s soft snoring. She gave it 
another five minutes, then she climbed out of bed and 


86 


crept up the hall past Jenny’s room to the second guest 
room. 


She closed the door softly behind her and switched 
on the light. It took only a minute to find the cabin 
trunk. She pulled it out from under the high, hand- 
carved blackwood bed into the middle of the floor. It 
wasn’t locked. This surprised Tania. Surely something 
so valuable would be kept under lock and key. But 
wasn’t that just like Marie! It was just as well the in- 
truder hadn’t gotten to this room. 

There were dresses on the top. They were smooth 
and uncreased, but beneath them lay a chaos of crum- 
pled lingerie, which Marie had thrown carelessly aside 
to make room for the red morocco vanity case. . . . 

Tania took the case out and placed it on the carpet 
beside her. She stared at it for a minute, suddenly 
afraid to open it. She knew it was unlocked, because 
Marie had lost the key on board the ship. She opened 
it, hardly knowing what she expected to find. 

There were porcelain bottles and jars; skin lotions, 
beauty creams, foundation, powder, perfumes, nail pol- 
ish, lipstick, various kinds of eye makeup. . . . 

“, . « My beauty comes out of bottles and jars.” 
Tania recalled Marie’s words shortly before they had 
left the ship. 

Each bottle or jar was carefully stoppered and held 
in place with a band of frilled elastic, Some had been 
partially used, Tania frowned. The containers were ob- 
viously custom-made and of fine porcelain. 

But it was not the porcelain Tania was interested in, 
It was the contents. 

Carefully she began to check each jar. She smelled, 
smeared tiny samples on her rounded forearm, and 
even tasted. And finally she had. to admit that every- 
thing in the jars was exactly what it was supposed to 
be. 


Tania sat back on her heels, puzzled. There had to 
be something. If not in the bottles and jars, then in the 
vanity case itself. She took everything out and shook it. 
She examined every inch of the red satin lining, but 
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there was no secret lining between the satin and the 
leather. 

She found a pin and worked the point through the 
satin and into the corners. She examined the handle, 
the lock, anywhere she thought a cavity might exist. 
She squeezed, shook, listened, felt. . . . 

There was nothing in the vanity case other than 
Marie’s cosmetics. She couldn’t take it to Sergeant 
Grayson now. He would examine it after he’d listened 
to her story and then laugh at it. 

There was only one way to find out what this was all 
about. From Marie Favier in Macau. 


88 











Chapter Seven 





Tania was late for the hydrofoil. She slept much later 
than she had intended, and as a result she had to dress 
and pack for her trip to Macau in a rush. Too, she had 
to leave messages for Peter, Alex, and the Changs with 
Jenny Kee, in case they called. There was no time to 
contact Peter herself. 

The first gangway was being lifted away from the 
hydrofoil when she ran onto the wharf. 

“You've a couple of minutes, miss,” the Customs of- 
ficer said cheerfully as she arrived at the barrier. 
“Your visa, please. No, not your passport. You'll need 
both passport and visa in Macau, though. And your 
certificates. Do you have them?” 

Tania found them in her wallet and passed them to 
him. “Yes, here they are.” 

He smiled. “Good. You can bring in one duty-free 
bottle of Portuguese wine coming back, but you have 
to pay duty on anything else.” He glanced from the 
visa photographs to her face and nodded. “Everything 
in order. Better hurry now. . . .” 

Tania ran off toward the hydrofoil. She hurried up 
the gangplank just as the barrier closed. The young 
Customs officer stood and watched her until she had 
disappeared inside. 
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Made jt, Tania thought with relief. And he didn’t 
even look at the vanity case. She found an empty seat 
and sat down. 

Water churned, and the hydrofoil surged away from 
the wharf. She began to think of Marie Favier and what 
lay ahead... . 


Back at the wharf, the officer who had checked Tania’s 
visa closed the barrier and prepared to go off duty. 

“Something interesting on the hydrofoil, Stewart?” 

“T'll say. The one bright spot in my morning,” Stew- 
art said enthusiastically. “That last passenger was real- 
ly something. She almost missed the boat, though.” 

“You should be over at the Sea Terminal to meet 
them coming in. Might do some good that way. No fu- 
ture in seeing them go. A blonde?” 

“No, a brunette.” Stewart molded an imaginary 
figure with his hands, “Green eyes. American accent, 
Ummm!” 

The older man laughed. “You don’t miss much. 
Gone to Macau, has she? You’d better check her name 
against your list before you go. Missing-person police 
order.” : 

Stewart took the official memo. 

_ “That's her!” he said, startled. “A missing person?” 

“That’s who?” 

“The girl we were talking about. Marie Antoinette 
Favier. That was the name on her visa. The brunette, 
Say, maybe that’s why she cut it so fine for the hydro- 
foil? She was running away.” 

“What from, I wonder.” 

Stewart was thoughtful. “Marie Antoinette Favier! 
Where the devil did a nice girl like that get a name like 
that? Sounds like a fan dancer.” 

“Who knows? Maybe it’s her stage name?” 

“Not that girl.” 

“You guess then. But if you want to get home for 
breakfast, you’d better call police headquarters and re- 
port that she passed through. . . .” ; 

“Will do. I know my job.” Stewart shook his head 
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as he walked toward the office. “And I told her she 
could bring one bottle of Portuguese wine back duty- 
free. That’s one girl who won’t be coming back. . . .” 


In his hotel suite in the Peninsula Hotel at Kowloon, 
Peter Ramsay had dressed and breakfasted. Now he 
was sitting eyeing the telephone, trying to decide wheth- 
er or not it was a good time to call Tania. He planned 
to suggest a day’s shopping in Kowloon, and he wanted 
her to be in a good mood when he asked her. 

It wasn’t fair, he thought. Why should he have to 
worry about such feminine trifles? Usually it was the 
other way around. Maybe he should have bought a 
Rolls instead of a convertible and hired a chauffeur, 
like Alex Radek had. Then again, perhaps he should 
have let her know that he wasn’t just the son of a guy 
who built apartment blocks for Chang Sun. 

He should have mentioned that he was a dollar mil- 
lionaire in his own right, and that his father didn’t 
quite know what he was worth in steel and oil stock. 
This was aside from Ramsay Constructions, which 
after all was now Peter’s particular baby. It was proba- 
bly what kept him from being exactly what Alex 
Radek admitted to being—a playboy with nothing to 
do but spend his father’s money. 

Only Peter knew Tania wasn’t really a girl who'd go 
chasing after a guy for his money. He knew too that he 
would never regret Ramsay Constructions, or the years 
of training and study that had made civil engineering 
his profession. 

He sighed. Now was as good a time as any to call 
Tania, It was nine o’clock, and the shops were open. 
He reached for the telephone, but it rang before he’ 
could pick it up. 

“Ramsay here,” he said. 

“Peter, this is Tony Grayson.” 

“Hi, Tony. Long time no see. How are you?” 

“Fine, thanks,” Grayson said. “Peter, this is an 
official call. I understand Tania Kenway is a friend of 
yours?” 
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“Yes,” he said quickly. “Tania hasn’t been ... 
hurt?” 

“No,” Grayson assured him. “Nothing like that. But 
she came in here to report a missing person yesterday, 
and—” 

“She did?” Peter was surprised. “I offered to take 
her down myself and introduce her to Inspector How- 
ell. Was she alone?” 

“Yes, she was alone. She said her friend, Maria Fa- 
vier, had disappeared, Apparently she’s staying in 
Marie Favier’s apartment.” 

“That’s right. I wanted her to report it sooner, but 
she kept expecting Marie to return, and frankly, so did 
I, at first.” 

“Then you'll be pleased to know that we’ve located 
Marie Favier. A report just came in from the hydrofoil 
wharf. She left for Macau half an hour ago. Her pa- 
pers were in order, and the officer in charge had no rea- 
son to detain or delay her. Our missing-person notice 
hadn't reached him yet.” 

“Good! At least that lets Tania out. She can move 
downtown to a good hotel now, and enjoy the rest of 
her stay here like a normal tourist. Have you told her 
yet?” 

“Not yet. But that isn’t all, Peter.” 

“No?” 

“Tania told me there was a prowler in the apart- 
ment the night after she moved in. Apparently he 
threw a knife at Marie Favier. Tania was able to give 
us quite an accurate description of him.” 

“Now, wait a minute, Tony. Marie reported that 
days ago.” 

“Unfortunately, she did nothing of the sort,” Tony 
said dryly. “The first we heard of it was from Tania 
yesterday evening. I showed her our rogues’ gallery, 
but she couldn’t identify anyone there. And I think I 
know why, He was one of two brothers named Quong 
Yang and Quong Yuan. They have an international 
record as receivers of stolen property. They’re alike, and 
they both answer to Tania’s description. It looks as 
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though they’ve branched out into a new line, because 
neither has any previous record of robbery or vio- 
lence. I understand there’s nobody up there at the 
apartment with Tania except servants?” 

“That's right. And the servants are new.” Peter’s 
voice quickened with anxiety. “Tony, you don’t think 
Tania’s in danger up there?” 

“I can’t foresee any,” Tony said calmly. “Although I 
did advise her to move to a hotel yesterday. She re- 
fused, and I couldn’t press it. But perhaps you could 
persuade her to change her mind.” 

“You bet I will.” 

“Good. Peter, I'd like you to go up there with me 
while I interview her again, if you can spare the time. 
Could you?” 

“Of course!” 

“Something has come up that’s going to be a bit 
sticky for her, and I think she should have someone like 
you with her. I’m taking up photos of both the Quongs 
for her to look at. We found the body of Quong Yang 
early this morning. He’d been stabbed three times in 
the back. One of the water people saw the body float- 
ing in the harbor off Kennedy Town, and towed it in. 
It had been in the water about three days, which sets 
the time of death at very soon after the prowler inci- 
dent. I’m afraid we’re going to have to ask Tania to 
come down to the morgue and take a look at the 
body. . . .” 

“You can’t do that!” Peter Ramsay cried. “Good 
God, man. Three days in the water. And stabbed.” 

“Look, I don’t like doing this to her any more than 
you do,” Grayson said, “But it has to be done. He’s 
wearing clothing just like Tania described in her written 
statement, and he’s been murdered! Marie Favier is the 
only other person who could identify him, and she’s 
left our jurisdiction. I’ve instructed the people at the 
morgue to make the body as presentable as possible. 
I'm trying to make it as easy for Tania as I can. That’s 
why I want you to be with her, A police car will pick 
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you up in ten minutes. I'll meet you at the Star Ferry 
wharf on this side. , . . Sorry, old chap. . 


Tania Kenway was aware of a vague, ‘uneasy excite- 
ment as the hydrofoil approached the Macau terminal. 
She stood up stiffly when it berthed, glad that the jour- 
ney was over. 

Macau did not seem very different from Hong Kong 
except that it was smaller, she thought as she walked 
down the gangplank. Customs was a mere formality. 
The officer here was a dark, compact man. Tania 
didn’t find him as pleasant as the Customs officials in 
Hong Kong. 

“Your papers, please,” he said curtly. “Passport, 
visa, health certificates.” 

He skimmed through them rapidly, comparing her 
to the photographs before him. 

“Thank you. Do you have anything to declare?” 

“No. I’ve only brought along personal clothing and 
cosmetics. ’m returning to Hong Kong tomorrow.” 

She opened the cosmetic case and the overnight bag, 
but he scarcely bothered to look. 

“Everything is in order, Miss Favier, thank you. 
Pass through quickly, please, to make room for others.” 

Tania stared at him in amazement. The man behind 
her bumped her cosmetic case with his overnight bag. 

“Sorry, miss.” 

Tania didn’t hear his apology. “What did you call 
me?” 

The Customs officer’s bushy black brows drew to- 
gether. “By your name, naturally. Move through, 
please, you are holding people up.” 

“You called me Miss Favier!” 

“You find that offensive? It was not so meant, I as- 
sure you. Often we say: ‘Welcome to Macau, Miss 
Favier’-—or Miss Smith, or whatever your name may 
be. Move through, please. If you have a complaint you 
must make it to the chief Customs officer. His office is 
on the right as you pass through. Move along, please, 
you are holding everybody up.” 
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“I don’t wish to lodge a complaint!” Tania said as 
calmly as she could. “But you called me Favier. My 
name is Kenway. Tania Kenway. Surely it’s plain 
enough on the passport and the visa?” 

The Customs officer was struggling to retain his 
temper. “This is your passport? This is your visa?” 

“Yes, of course! But. . .?” 

“These photographs are obviously of you? They are 
of you, are they not?” 

“Yes.” Tania looked at the photographs he waved in 
front of her eyes. “Yes, of course they’re of me! But my 
name isn’t Favier, it’s Kenway.” , 

“Your visa and your passport say that your name is 
Marie Antoinette Favier. Do you deny this? I must_ 
warn you that it is considered a serious offense to trav- 
el under an assumed name. Or to use a passport that is 
forged, or not in accordance with fact.” 

“But if someone has. . . ?” She broke off. Marie? 

“Miss Favier,” he said sternly. “I do not like jokes 
of this kind. Do you have proof that your name is 
Kenway? That it is not Favier? I must demand such 
proof before taking action.” 

sa Ee 

“Do you have proof?” he demanded, 

“No, I don’t. . .!” 

“Do you wish to declare that your passport has been 
stolen?” 

“No! I—” 

“Your little joke is in bad taste, and you are delay- 
ing people who have less time than you to see Macau. 
It has gone far enough, I think. It is fortunate for you 

_- that I am a considerate man. If you do not pass 
: through this instant, Miss Favier, you will force me to 
have you detained and questioned by my superiors. If 
your passport is not in order I suggest you go to your 
own consulate here at once, and have it adjusted. And 
that is my last word on the matter! Do you under- 
stand?” 
“Yes, ’'m sorry. I—” 


_ ~~ 


 — 
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“Move on, please!” He almost shouted it at her. “At 
once.” 

Tania left the terminal, scarlet with indignation. 

She hailed a cab. 

“The Hotel Estoril on the Avenida Sidonio, please.” 

“Si, senhorita. .. .” 

Tania’s fingers trembled as she opened her papers. . 
Then she felt a surge of anger replaced her anxiety. 

She was carrying Marie’s papers, not her own. Ma- 
rie’s photographs had been taken out and her own in- 
serted carefully in their place. 

“Just wait till I catch up with you, Marie Favier,” 
she whispered. 

“Senhorita?” 

“It was nothing. I was thinking aloud.” 

“Ah,” the cabdriver said. 

Of all the unmitigated gall! Tania thought furiously. 
I might have gotten myself arrested. Why couldn’t she 
have told me what she’d done to my visa? But maybe 
she had to do it, if she’s afraid and hiding? If someone © 
is trying to find her to. . . harm her, or something? 

Suddenly Tania was frightened. She was carrying 
Marie Favier’s visa and papers. To anyone who did 
not know Marie and was looking for her here in 
Macau, she was Marie Favier. 

She was even carrying the vanity case with Marie 
Favier’s initials on it. What was Marie trying to do to 
her? 

Tania reached forward to touch the driver’s shoul- 
der. “Stop here!” 

The tires squealed. “But senhorita, the Estoril is still 
blocks distant. . . .” 

“ve decided not to go there.” She was fumbling 
in her purse. “I must find somewhere quieter, 
cheaper... .” 

“Then allow me to drive you there, senhorita,” the 
cabdriver said anxiously. “This is not a. . . how you 
say in English . . . a good neighborhood?” 

Tania glanced around nervously. They were right on 
the waterfront. 
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“All right,” she said. “Take me around the town 
while I make up my mind. Choose quiet streets, please. 
I don’t like crowds.” 

The cabdriver shook his head, but did as she asked. 

“There is the Pousada do Macau, senhorita,” he 
suggested after a bit. “It is not as grand as the Estoril, 
but the food is very good. And the Riviera on the Ave- 
nida Ribiero is old and comfortable and costs even less. 
It is quiet there. . . .” 

“That'll do. But first drive around a little, I'd like to 
see the town.” 

“Si, senhorita, But if the senhorita does not have 
much money with her, there is the matter of the fare, 
which naturally increases as we drive farther. Two pa- 
tacas perhaps, instead of one?” 

“I can pay you.” 

He shrugged, and concentrated on his driving. Tania 
turned and looked through the rear window. A late 
model cab was overtaking them very rapidly. Two men 
in the back seat, wearing lightweight suits and Panama 
hats, glanced at her expressionlessly as they passed. 

“Turn off at the next intersection, driver. I want to 
go somewhere where there is even less traffic.” 

The driver shrugged again, but made no comment. 

I'm being foolish, she thought. Drawing too much 
attention to myself. Suppose he talks about me to other 
cabdrivers, and somone asks them about me? 

The driver swung into a residential area. 

“Which way is the Hotel Riviera, driver?” 

“Behind us, senhorita. I am taking you to Guia Hill; 
there is a fine view from there. One can see all of 
Macau, which the senhorita must understand is not a 
large place. Every tourist wants to drive to the top of 
Guia.” 

Tania forced herself to smile. “Thank you, driver. 
You're very kind.” 

Afterward she couldn’t remember much of what she 
saw, or what he described to her from the top of the 
hill. She took some color shots and wandered about 
restlessly, 
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She was glad no other tourists from the early hydro- 
foil had reached Guia Hill yet. No doubt they were 
still sight-seeing in the city itself, Perhaps down there 
among the maze of streets and old buildings Marie was 
searching for her. 

She decided to check in at the Riviera, as the cab- 
driver suggested. It was an old-fashioned hotel, with high 
ceilings and big fans instead of air-conditioning. 

Tania’s room was enormous. For a long time she 
stood at the window and stared out without appreciat- 
ing the view at all. She must find Marie. She had to get 
her papers back and end this nonsense once and for 


But if the vanity case was a recognition symbol... ? 

At the desk in the lobby Tania asked for a hotel 
sticker, to cover Marie’s monogram, She felt less con- 
spicuous then. 

In the lobby a little later a guide was organizing a 
group of tourists to see the city. She joined them at 
once. Marie would look for her with such a group. 

Tania saw a lot of Macau that morning. She strolled 
through the streets, visited the museum near the Gar- 
den of Macau, and the Chinese temple of the Goddess 
of Mercy. 

But by lunchtime there was still no sign of Marie, 
and she dropped out of the party. 

She had lunch at the Fat Sui Lau, a restaurant on 
the Rua da Felicidade, and then she continued her 


. search for Marie. 


Like a typical tourist she walked through the town 
hall and its famous library, and went to see churches 
and statues. She visited the Portas do Cerco at the 
border with Red China, and a collection of junks, sam- 
pans, and other wooden vessels down at the water- 
front. A guide showed her the house where Sun 
Yat-sen’s family had lived in exile while he organized 
his revolution. But there was no sign of Marie. 

Feeling weary, Tania decided to take a cab back to 
her hotel. But along the Avenida Sidonia she saw the 
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neon sign of the Estoril ahead. She stopped the taxi 
and got out. 

It was possible that Marie was trying to contact her 
there, she thought. After all, Marie expected her to be 
staying at the Estoril. 

She hesitated in the lobby, wondering whether or 
not she should ask at the reception desk for Marie Fa- 
vier. Eventually she decided against it. There was no 
point in advertising her presence here. The Estoril had 
its own casino. She would take a quick look in there 
first. Marie liked to gamble, and it was quite likely she 
might drift in to play the tables. It seemed as good a 
place as any to make contact with her. 

The Estoril casino took up the whole of the ground 
floor. Tania ordered a gin and tonic for herself and sat 
down at a small table. 

At first she was content to watch the other gamblers, 
but when she had finished her drink she decided to try 
her luck. She bought some chips and went up to a rou- 
lette table, deciding she’d be less conspicuous here 
anyway. She bet the equivalent of five Hong Kong dol- 
lars, and was surprised when she won. 

But Marie was not playing roulette anywhere, and 
after a couple of bets, Tania drifted out of the room to 
the fan-tan tables. 

There were a lot of tourists here, and she moved in 
among them, trying to appear casual as she searched 
for Marie. Fan-tan was surprisingly simple, she realized. 
The croupier pushed a heap of ivory disks onto the 
center of the table, and removed four at a time with an 
ivory rod. The gamblers bet on numbers from one to 
four, and whatever number of disks was left in the 
center after the last set of four was removed was the 
number that paid off, Abstractedly Tania put fifty on 
number three. Her luck was holding; she won again, 

Marie wasn’t in the fan-tan room, though, nor at the 
blackjack tables. Tania lost at blackjack, but she won 
five hundred pacatas at kuat po. Normally she would 
have found the casino rather exciting, but she was be- 
coming increasingly uneasy. Once she noticed a man in 
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a linen suit watching her. When she moved to the next 
room he followed her, and placed a large bet beside 
hers. She was frightened because he reminded her of 
the man who had mistaken her for Marie at the Sea 
Terminal in Hong Kong. 

But the next time she glanced at him she realized he 
was older and fatter. 

Her luck ran out then, and she lost the fifty pacatas 
she had placed. The man beside her smiled when their 
eyes met, as though the loss of a thousand Hong Kong 
dollars was nothing, and went back toward the Mah- 
Jongg tables. 

Tania placed another fifty when he had gone, and 
collected a consolation at 4 to 1 odds. But she wasn’t 
interested in the casino now at all. She cashed in her 
tokens, then took a cab to her own hotel. A block 
short of the Riviera, on the Avenida Ribiero, she 
stopped the cab, deciding to walk the rest of the way. 
She glanced into shop windows, thinking that at any 
other time she would have been enthralled by the 
shopping here. Suddenly she remembered the gift 
Madame Chang had given her. So much had happened 
she had not yet opened the small packet. 

Tania turned into a bright little bar and chose an 
empty table near the window. She ordered a Coke, and 
opened her handbag. 

I'm getting as casual as Marie, she thought, rum- 
maging through her bag. It’s as though I didn’t even 
care. After Madame Chang was so friendly and kind. . .. 

Her handbag was stuffed with the bills that she had 
won at the casino. Madame Chang’s small packet had 
been pushed down into one corner. 

The waiter arrived with her Coke. She lit a cigarette 
and opened the packet. Inside, under a wad of cotton, 
was a pair of slender drop earrings. They were made 
of green jade and set beautifully in gold. Tania gave 
an exclamation of delight, and then glanced guiltily 
around to see if anyone on the street had heard. 

Nobody had, of course. The passing pedestrians 
were only interested in their own affairs. In the street, 
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a line of cars crawling slowly toward the next intersec- 
tion was the nearest thing to a traffic jam Tania had 
seen in Macau. 

Then she noticed a big American convertible pass- 
ing. It was driven by Alex Radek! 

Tania stood up, dropping the earrings into her 
handbag. The traffic moved again, and the car disap- 
peared around a corner. 

Tania sat again. What was Alex doing in Macau 
when he was supposed to be in Taiwan? 

She pondered over it as she sipped her Coke. Of 
course! she thought finally. Alex was trying to get back 
to Hong Kong a little faster, that was all. He didn’t 
know she was here in Macau. He’d found a vacant seat 
on a plane to Macau, knowing he could return to 
Hong Kong from here by hydrofoil in an hour or so. 

Right now he was no doubt on his way from Macau 
airport to the hydrofoil. She was tempted to run out- 
side’ and get a cab to drive her to the hydrofoil too. 
Only then she thought of the vanity case, and Marie. 

She stood up. She would go back to the hotel. Right 
after dinner she’d go to that other casino where Marie 
had said she’d contact her if they hadn’t met through 
the day. And as soon as she saw Marie and got her 
passport back she’d go straight back to Hong Kong, 

“Could you tell me what time the plane from Taiwan 
got in today, please?” she said, as she paid her check. 
“A friend arrived on it, and I’m wondering what time 
he’d get back to Hong Kong on the hydrofoil.” 

The man behind the counter shook his head slowly. 
“A plane from Taiwan, senhorita? But that is impossi- 
ble.-Only four planes a day arrive here. It is a water 
plane. It comes here four times each day from Hong 
Kong. You understand? It lands on the water. The air- 
port is near the hydrofoil wharf, and it too is a wharf 
in the harbor.” 

“Are you saying that you do not have an airport?” 
Tania said incredulously. “An international airport in 
Macau?” 

The man scratched his thick black hair. “Macau is a 
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small place, senhorita. People come to us through 
Hong Kong, or across the Communist border at the 
arch of Portas do Cerco. Or they come from Portugal 
by sea. How else would they come here?” 

Tania thanked him and walked slowly outside. What 
he said had to be true. Alex had not come to Macau 
by air at all. He should be in Taiwan, but he was right 
here in Macau. But perhaps he had called the apart- 
ment this morning for word of her and Marie. Perhaps 
he had found a seat in some plane flying to Hong 
Kong. A private plane, or even an American or Chinese 
Loyalist army plane. He had influence on Taiwan. 

Alex must have found her message waiting in the 
apartment, and he’d crossed to Macau on the hydrofoil 
at once in search of her. 

She liked that thought better. 

If so—Alex might find her tonight at the casino.... 
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Chapter Eight 





The Macau Palace reminded Tania of the floating 
restaurants at Aberdeen. It had the same red, blue, and 
gold Oriental-style decor as the Aberdeen restaurants, 
with two galleries, and cupolas sheltering the inner 
rooms and making a third deck. 

At first Tania toured the Macau Palace as other 


_ tourists were doing, at the same time watching intently 


for Marie. But Marie wasn’t there. All she could do 
was wait until Marie appeared, She could hardly stand 
around idly by herself in this place without attracting 
notice, Tania realized. She went up to a fan-tan table 
and placed a bet on number three. Four won. She fol- 
lowed three, and four won again twice, and two once, 
There was still no sign of Marie. She switched to four, 
and three came up. 

Her money was dwindling, and her anger toward 
Marie Favier increased. Absorbed in her thoughts, she 
wandered aimlessly over to the roulette tables. She had 
less than a hundred patacas left. Where on earth was 
Marie? Tania pushed fifty out onto the green zero in 
sudden exasperation. The wheel spun and slowed, and 
the single green came closer, three numbers away, two, 
one. The marble seemed to hesitate, then it fell almost 
casually into the green zero. 
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Tania became aware that everyone seemed to be 
looking at her. There were only two bets on the green, 
her own and a smaller one. Somehow she felt foolish 
and embarrassed. The croupier was pushing piles of 
counters across to her and the other winner. He looked 
pleased that she had won. 

“You cash now, Miss Kenway, go home like me. 
You stay, they get it back.” 

Tania looked around. A young man in a linen suit 
and a white open-necked shirt was smiling at her. 

“Kwoh Sing!” she said in surprise. “What are you 
doing in Macau?” 

He chuckled. “I like to come here sometimes, Miss 
Kenway. I have day off, and Mr. Radek in Taiwan, 
so...” He shrugged and put the counters into his 
pocket. “I am glad I come, and see you. New players 
always win. Green zero not come up often, but I fol- 
low you when you bet.” 

Tania was pleased. “I’m glad you did, Kwoh. And 
I’ve no intention of losing this.” She looked at the piles 
of counters. “How am I going to carry it all?” 

He grinned, “I carry bag while you cash in, Miss 
Kenway. Handbag not shut. Bag safe with me at table 
near bar.” 

Tania joined a small line at the cashier’s window 
while Kwoh sat down at one of the tables near the bar 
with the vanity case between his feet. At least it was 
safe with Kwoh. At the window she unloaded her to- 
kens for the cashier to count. " 

“The senhorita would prefer Hong Kong dollars?” 

“Yes, please.” 

Her handbag was now bulky with the thick wad of 
notes. Kwoh stood up as Tania went over to him. He 
had finished counting his tokens. 

“J cash in now, Miss Kenway. Then go back to 
Hong Kong pretty quick. Anna be pleased, You go 
now? I get you water taxi?” 

Tania frowned. “I have to meet someone here be- 
fore I leave, Kwoh. Thanks, though. I'd like to buy you 
a drink.” 
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He shook his head. “Macau different, Miss Kenway, 
but Kwoh still houseboy, Miss Kenway. In Hong Kong 
that not done. Better not, thank you.” 

“Then buy a drink for yourself.” She opened her 
handbag and gave him a ten. 

“You okay, Miss Kenway!” he said, taking the bill. 
“You not play again, though? Lose money back?” 

“I won't, Kwoh.” She laughed. 

“Good. Casino win in end when play long enough. 
That sure. Good night, Miss Kenway.” 

“Good night, Kwoh.” 

Kwoh went to the cashier’s window, and Tania or- 
dered a highball. 

It had been good to see Kwoh again. He certainly 
seemed to be the only friend she had in Macau. 

Except for Marie, of course—and Alex! Maybe she 
should have told Kwoh that Alex was here in Macau 
and not in Taiwan as Kwoh thought. He might meet 
Alex. But finding Marie was her main concern now. 

She took her time over the drink. There were many 
attractive, well-dressed women at the tables and at the 
bar, but Marie was not among them. Tania had almost 
finished her highball when she noticed a thickset man 
in a light brown linen suit talking to the bartender. 
Their eyes met. She saw him put a bill in the bartend- 
er’s hand, and then he came toward her. 

Tania put down her glass. It was the man who’d 
mistaken her for Marie at the Sea Terminal. 

“We have met before, Miss Kenway,” he said with a 
smile. “Although at the time I mistook you for some- 
one else. A Miss Marie Favier. Do you remember?” 

“Yes. I started to tell you that Miss Favier had been 
delayed at the Customs, but you ran off.” 

“An unfortunate mistake, Miss Kenway,” he said. 
“Most unfortunate. I would have liked to wait, but it 
was a little awkward. The gentleman sitting next to 
you had noticed, and obviously disapproved. I had no 
wish to attract attention either to you or to myself at 
the terminal, so I left at once.” 
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“Miss Favier isn’t with me here,” Tania said some- 
what nervously. 

“I know that, Miss Kenway,” he said reassuringly. 
“J have just left Miss Favier. I am here with a mes- 
sage for you from her,” 

“You are?” Tania was doubtful. 

“Yes, Miss Kenway. But first may I introduce my- 
self, and sit down for a moment, please?” Tania nod- 
ded, and he took the chair next to her. “My name is 
Quong Yuan. I am a dealer in precious stones,” he ex- 
plained. “Your friend, Miss Favier, is interested in 
Japanese cultured pearls, and has bought many from 
me over the years.” 

“Yes, I know she is interested in pearls.” 

“I can only stay a moment, Miss Kenway.” His eyes 
flickered over the people in the room. “And I will not 
leave here with you.” 

Tania lit a cigarette. The man was certainly anxious. 
There were beads of moisture forming on his forehead. 

“Mr. Quong, you said you had a message from 
Marie. Is she here at the casino? I know she likes gam- 
bling.” 

“How right you are, Miss Kenway,” he said. “Your 
friend gambles heavily. Very heavily. Even with the 
odds against her she gambles. Which is a foolish thing.” 

Tania frowned. “I’m not sure what you mean, Mr. 
Quong.” 

“I presume on a long association with Miss Favier. 
And I wish her well, Miss Kenway. Ours has been a 
profitable association. For me. I wish it to continue. 
Your friend is a very strange woman, Miss Kenway, 
and I think she is in some kind of trouble.” 

“In trouble?” 

“I may be mistaken, Miss Kenway. But I had a fine 
. pair of pearl earrings I wanted Miss Favier to see. 
That was why I approached you at the Sea Terminal in 
Hong Kong. First I must explain.” He took a spotless 
white handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his 
forehead. “Our dealings have always been through a 
third party, Miss Kenway. I had not met Miss Favier 
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before tonight. I am a cosmopolitan, you understand? 
’ New York, London, Antwerp, Durban, these places 
are more home to me than my native Hong Kong. 
They have been for many years.” 

Tania wished he’d get to the point. “I see. What is 
the message Marie asked you to give me?” 

“T have written an address down on a piece of paper 
for you in Chinese. Unfortunately, not all taxi drivers 
in Macau speak English. But if you hand this to the 
first one you find when you leave your water taxi, he 
will take you to Miss Favier.” 

He handed Tania a page torn from a small notebook. 

“Miss Favier is staying at a hotel?” 

“Not exactly a hotel, Miss Kenway. It is a small ca- 
sino. Less pretentious than this, There are many such 
places in Macau. Chinese is the only language spoken 
there, so tourists seldom hear of them. It is called the 
House of the Morning Sun. It is in a small court off 
the Rua da Felicidade. You have heard of Felicity 
Street, perhaps? No? It once had a bad reputation, but 
times change. Today it is a place of small restaurants 
noted for their.good food. It is a respectable neighibor- 
hood these days, I assure you.” 

Tania folded the address and slipped it into her 
handbag. 

Quong Yuan stood up. Tania wasn’t as suspicious of 
him as she had been at first. He looked so old and 
tired. Still, she wasn’t sure. 

“Miss Favier bought the earrings from you, Mr. 
Quong?” 

“She will,” he said confidently. “Although as yet 
she only has them on approval. But pearls of such ex- 
quisite quality are a weakness of Miss Favier.” 

Tania was satisfied. “You have been very kind, Mr. 
Quong. I hope she buys them. I may be tempted to 
buy some from you myself if I like them.” 

“You would?” He put his hand into an inside pock- 
et of his coat and chose a card from a thick leather 
wallet. “Unfortunately I travel a lot, and by the time 
you are ready to buy I may be in Antwerp buying dia- 
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monds. Or Tokyo, or South Africa. But as you are a 
friend of Miss Favier’s I will leave instructions to in- 
sure that you are well looked after.” 

Tania glanced at the card he gave her, 

“Good night, Miss Kenway.” 

“Mr. Quong, how did you find Miss Favier in 
Macau?” 

Quong Yuan took out his handkerchief and wiped 
his forehead again. “Fortunately I met a friend of Miss 
Favier’s this morning in Macau. He was able to tell me 
where to find her. You know him quite well, I believe. 
We are both in the same sort of business, although I 
must confess that my business is insignificant when 
compared to his. He buys for a nation. I serve only 
myself and the individuals who patronize me.” 

Tania looked puzzled. 

“I am referring to Mr. Alex Radek, Miss Kenway.” 

“Alex is a jeweler?” 

Quong Yuan’s expression relaxed and he laughed. 
“He deals in industrial diamonds, Miss Kenway, So 
he’s not exactly a jeweler.” 

“Yes, of course, but. . .?” 

“I must leave you now, Miss Kenway. Miss Favier 
will be growing anxious, no doubt. I assured her that I 
would contact you at once. She seemed disturbed and 
spoke of leaving Macau. Perhaps there is something 
she wants to give you before she leaves. Or receive 
from you.” 

He smiled, but his eyes were expressionless. 

“She has something of mine, yes,” Tania said 
slowly. “I will leave now, Mr. Quong. Thank you, and 
good night.” 

“I must place a few small bets before I leave, for 
appearance’s sake. Good night, Miss Kenway,” 

Tania took a water taxi and then a cab to the ad- 
dress Quong Yuan had given her, She passed the Fat 
Sui Lau, where she’d had lunch, and then the driver 
turned down a narrow side street. - 

The street was lined with small shops. The signs 
were mostly in Portuguese, and although Portuguese 
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wasn’t so very different from Spanish, it took Tania a 
little while to interpret them. 

Massage parlors? Masseuses. Day or night. Parlor or 
private services in. . .in hotel room. . . . 

Maybe Felicity Street had not changed quite as 
much as Mr. Quong had suggested. 

The taxi turned into another narrow street, which 
opened out into a small square. Tania decided that this 
must be the court Quong Yuan had spoken of. Before 
her stood what had once been a fine old Portuguese 
home. 

It was a two-storied place, but shabby and dilapidat- 
ed. There were several tall trees on the small lawn. A 
broken neon sign hung askew over the front door, but 
there were lights in most of the windows. 

The cab drew up to the front door and stopped. 
Tania got out and paid the driver, 

The brass doorbell was green with salt air and verdi- 
gris. Tania pressed it. She could hear the click of 
Mah-jongg tiles and the low murmur of voices inside. 

She heard the cab engine start up, and she turned to 
watch it disappear into the night. Suddenly she was 
frightened; she wished she was back in the cab, driving 
away from this gloomy old house. But it was too late 
for that now. The car had gone, and the front door 
Was opening. 

“You are Miss Kenway?” 

The Eurasian standing there wore an off-white coat 
and black tie over black trousers. His English was al- 
most as good as Mr. Quong’s. 

“Yes. Is Miss Favier here, please?” 

“She is expecting you, Miss Kenway. Come this 
way.” 

Tania stepped inside, It was very dark. The floor 
Was carpeted, and her footsteps made no sound as the 
man led her toward a wide staircase, 

“No doubt she wishes to speak to you privately,” he 
said. “She will join you in a room upstairs. You will be 
quite comfortable waiting up here while I find her.” 

Tania said quickly, “I think I’d prefer to play until 
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Miss Favier is ready to see me, thank you. I'll stay 
downstairs.” 

He stopped on the first stair and looked back at her, 
“You speak Chinese, Miss Kenway?” 

“Noi. 4). 

“Then that is out of the question. To play here you 
must speak Chinese fluently. It is the only language 
used in the House of the Morning Sun. But if you prefer 
to wait downstairs, I could find a place for you. It 
would not be as comfortable as the room upstairs. I do 
not think you would like it. It is a room where our 
masseuses wait for clients leaving the tables. They are 
young Chinese women, refugees, who speak no Eng- 
ligh, 20.50...” 

“Tl wait upstairs then,” Tania said. 

He nodded. “I will ask Miss Favier to join you ag 
quickly as possible, since you seem nervous. . . .” 

“Tl be all right, thank you.” 

“Good. My orders were to take you upstairs.” 

“Your orders from Miss Favier?” Tania asked as 
she followed him. 

“Yes, Miss Kenway.” 

He led her down a long passage toward the back of 
the house. Rooms on either side were lighted, but the 
doors were closed. She heard a man’s voice and then a 
woman’s laugh. They turned right, and Tania could see 
a door straight ahead. 

It was open, and there was a bright light inside. 

‘ “Wait here, please, Miss Kenway. Would you like a 
drink, or some coffee? Miss Favier should not be 
long.” 

“No, thank you.” 

The room was a small sitting room. The man closed 
the door gently behind her, and Tania looked about. 
The furniture was old and heavy. There were thick 
dark red drapes at the one window in the room, and 
the chairs and couch were upholstered in worn brown 
leather. The armrests on the furniture were made of 
carved wooden dragon heads. Tania took a closer look 
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and saw that each piece had been carved from solid 
timber. 

A crystal chandelier hung from the ceiling, and al- 
though the room was bright enough, there was some- 
thing oppressive and claustrophobic about it, Maybe 


. she should have that drink after all. 


Tania hurried to the door to call the man back. She 
turned the handle and pulled. Then she gave a gasp of 
surprise, 

The door was locked. 

For a moment anger overcame her fear. What did 
he think he was up to? 

“Hey,” she called. “Come back and open this door!” 

But there was no answer. 

Of course he hadn’t meant to lock the door, she told 
herself, trying to convince herself of the probability of 
that. He’d doubtless forgotten the door couldn’t be 
opened from the inside, that was all. He was down- 
stairs now looking for Marie among the gamblers. Pres- 
ently he would bring her up, and apologize for closing 
the door so thoughtlessly, and... - 

She ran to the window and tugged at the heavy 
drapes. The window faced a blank wall. It hadn’t been 
cleaned or opened in months. Cobwebs were thick on 
the outside, and the glass on the inside was encrusted 
with dust. And although the window was filthy, there 
Was no mistaking the strong iron bars. 

The only way out of this room was through the door. 

And the door was so heavy it would have resisted a 
battering ram. She was a prisoner. 

Tania pulled the drapes together and sat down on 
the couch. It was hard and uncomfortable, 

She shivered. 

The room became a prison in spite of her efforts to 
explain it all. There was no lock on the inside of the 
door, The furniture was too heavy for her to try and 
force the door open with it. 

She looked at her watch. A few minutes after ten. 
Impossible! The watch must have stopped. She’d 
thought it had been almost ten when she left the ca- 
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sino, and she seemed to have been here for hours. But 
when she held the watch up to her ear she heard its 
low but steady ticking. 

All the same, it was about time the Eurasian found 
Marie and brought her up. 

The minutes dragged. Ten thirty. Ten thirty five. 
Ten forty... . 

Marie was not coming, Tania thought sickly. Marie 
must be a prisoner too. Perhaps she was locked in an- 
other room. like this. But why? And by whom? It 
couldn’t be because of this cosmetic bag. There was 
something else that they wanted. Something Marie had 
brought into Hong Kong from America, Something 
valuable. She thought of Quong Yuan. Had his smile, 
his blandness, been a mask for some horrible crime he 
planned? 

Sergeant Grayson had told her women disappeared 
every day in Hong Kong. Some were never heard of 
again. How many? Was it 25 percent? There were still 
white slavers in the East. Captured women were held 
as slaves in some Arab countries. Yes, and there had 
been similar cases reported in the press, even in South 
America. 

“I could find a place for you,” the Eurasian had said. 
“I do not think you would like it. It is a room where our 
masseuses wait for clients... . They are young Chinese 
women, refugees, who speak no English .. .” 

. The way he’d said it had frightened her. But it fright- 
ened her even more now. 

She opened her handbag. Her fingers shook so much 
that she fumbled with her cigarettes and spilled half 
the pack on the carpet. 

She was picking them up when the lights in the 
chandelier flickered and went out. She cried out in 
fright. Then she was on her feet, backing toward the 
farthest corner of the room. No conscious thought di- 
rected her movements. Her knees would barely support 
her, but she knew she must not faint. 

The door was opening. Someone was coming into 
the room. Tania sensed it rather than heard it. 
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She knew that it was a man who was in here with 
her, although she couldn’t see a thing in the pitch- 
dark. She knew when he began to move toward her 
across the room; and when he hesitated and stopped 
halfway. She pressed back hard into her corner. 

She could hear him breathing. She thought of the 
door, but the door was closed. 

The sound of his breathing stopped. No sound! She 
didn’t know whether he was creeping toward her or 
whether he had moved farther away. : 

Perhaps he was standing as still as she was, waiting 
for her to make a move. Tania wanted to scream, and 
keep on screaming. 

She held her breath as long as she could, until her 
lungs felt like bursting, and when she released it she 
was sure he must hear. . . . But he didn’t move to- 
ward her. He made no sound at all, 

Tania began to shake. Cold sweat was beading on 
her forehead. 

Then she heard the door open and close. He was 
gone. He had given up and gone! 

Tania couldn’t believe it at first. It was incredible, 
She drew her arm across her forehead. 

What if the man outside switched on the light and 
came back in? Or were there two men out there? 

Terror rushed back over her. The horror of waiting 
for the first sound, for the blinding light from the chan- 
delier, almost overwhelmed her. 

Through the silence she was aware of the faint tick- 
ing of the watch on her wrist. It seemed too loud, There 
Was no sound other than the ticking of the watch, 
Tania was alone. She— 

Above her light flickered. On, off, on, off... . She 
stared, horrified, at the closed door, Then the light 
flashed on with blinding intensity. Tania looked around 
wildly. But nothing happened. The door didn’t open. 
No one came in. . . . 

Afterward she was not sure how long she stood like 
that, leaning against the wall and staring at the door. 

Perhaps it was a thief, she thought. Someone who 
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‘knew I won at the casino. I don’t care if the money is : 
gone. I don’t care at all. Just so long as he doesn’t 
come back! 
Her knees still shook, but she reached the couch 
and opened her handbag. It wasn’t easy, because her . 
hands kept trembling. But the thick wad of banknotes 
was still in her bag. And when she opened the vanity 
case everything was exactly the same. The custom- 
made porcelain bottles were all precisely in place, 
If I hadn’t heard him, she thought in confusion, if I 
didn’t know someone was in here, I could believe it 
was just a blackout, 


— 





Chapter Nine 





It was past midnight. Tania was exhausted, and still 
frightened. Once she had thought she heard voices out- 
side the door. She had rushed across the room to 
scream and pound on the door. But nobody answered 
her cries, although she kept on and on until her hands 
were bruised and her throat hoarse, 

She had come to the conclusion that nobody was 
going to help or release her. Alex had doubtless gone 
back to Hong Kong by now, and Marie was probably a 
prisoner like herself. Peter Ramsay, the Changs, and 
Tony Grayson were surely asleep now, forty miles 
away in Hong Kong. 

Nobody knew. 

And there was nothing she could do. If only she’d 
contacted Peter—and he’d made this trip to Macau 
with her. Peter would have helped her avoid this whole 
situation. He’d have— She stiffened. Someone was at 
the door again! 

She stood up quickly. It was a sound so low that she 
could barely hear it, 

Tania stared in horror at the door. She cried out in 
alarm as it was flung open, then gaped unbelievingly at 
the man who stood there. An automatic pistol in his 
right hand glinted in the bright light. Tania saw the 
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woman behind him, and she ran excitedly toward 
them. 

“Alex. Marie!” 

She felt his arm about her. She clung to him, not 
caring that Marie saw. 

“Tania, don’t. Don’t make it worse!” Alex said. 
“Calm down. You’re safe. Nobody is going to harm 
you here. But you must tell me why you came to this 
place. You must tell me at once. Tania, do you hear 
me?” 

Tania was too relieved to see their familiar faces to 
be surprised by Alex’s questions. 

“Marie sent me a message to come here after I'd 
been looking for her all day,” she answered numbly, 
“She said if she couldn’t contact me during the day I 
was to go to the Macau Palace after dinner and she’d 
contact me there. I waited quite a long time at the 
Macau Palace. Then her message came. A slip of paper 
with a Chinese address on it. I was to give it to a cab- 
driver, and he’d bring me here. He did, but when I got 
here they told me to wait in this room for Marie. They 
said she wouldn’t be long. . . .” 

“Did you hear that?” he said, looking at Marie. 

“Yes, I heard,” Marie said coldly. “Of all the 
TSG 45 

“J don’t know what this is all about, but I don’t 
want anything more to do with it,” Tania said indig- 
nantly. “Take your vanity case, Marie. All I want is 
my passport. I want it back right now. Don’t you know 
it’s a criminal offense to alter passports? I could have 
been arrested at the barrier here at Macau, The officer 
called me Miss Favier, and I said I wasn’t. He just 
wouldn’t believe me, because you’d put my photos in 
your passport, and—” 

“How stupid of you, Tania,” Marie said without 
looking at her. “But then, you were never very bright, 
were you?” 

Tania stared at Marie in astonishment. 

“Stop it!” Alex snapped. “Marie is putting your 
photos back in your passport now. You're getting it 
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back, Tania. And I’ve told you that no harm will come 
to you.” 

Paavois would think you were in love with her,” 
Marie’s voice said scornfully, “Frankly, you make me 
sick, Alex!” 

Alex flushed angrily. “She’s right about one thing, 
Marie.” His voice was hard and cold. “All this is your 
fault, and you know it. If it hadn’t been for your infer- 
nal greed—” He broke off. “I think you'd \better re- 
member that there is only one place now where you 
can be safe,” he said softly. “Just as you should re- 
member that when we get there, a word from me can 
destroy you.” 

“Alex darling, you know how I feel about you,” 
Marie said quickly. “The little fool made me jealous, I 
suppose. The way she threw herself at you just now. 
Not that it matters. You won't be seeing her again, 
and—” 

“Alex, I don’t understand. . . .” Tania tried to pull 
away from Alex’s grasp, but he held her fast. 

“Stop it, Tania,” he said roughly. “Now, tell me. 
Who gave you the message? What did he look like? 
Quickly! We have to leave here at’ once, as soon as 
Marie fixes her damned passport.” 

Tania was bewildered. This wasn’t Alex. She didn’t 
know this man. His eyes were cruel, and his mouth was 
set in a hard line. 

“Don’t make me shake it out of you, Tania,” he said 
angrily. “I don’t want to hurt you. But Marie and I are 
in trouble, and we’re desperate. Who gave you that 
message?” 

“He was . . . Chinese!” Tania gasped. “It was the 
man who asked for Marie at the Sea Terminal. The 
one who thought J was Marie. . . !” 

“So it was Quong Yuan! Did he tell you, that, 
Tania? That he was Quong Yuan?” 

“Yes.” Alex’s hand was hurting her arm, His fingers 
were biting into her flesh, but Tania was surprised to 
see that his eyes were frightened now. 

“Quong Yuan. Tell me something, Tania. Did you 
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leave a message at the bar for Marie when you left? A 
Message saying you were coming here? Quickly! Did 
you Ld 

“Why should I when I was coming here in answer to 
Marie’s message? But I saw Mr. Quong talking to the 
man behind the bar. He gave him money. . . .” 

“Hear that?” Alex looked at Marie, who was work- 
ing feverishly at the passports on the couch. “Hurry! 
We've got to get away from here. It could be a trap. 
Leave that. You’ll have to do it somewhere else.” His 
eyes went back to Tania. “Did you see Quong talking 
to anyone-else other than the barman? Anyone at all?” 

“No. He spoke to the bartender, then to me. He was 
polite. He . . . went into one of the rooms to bet as I 
BRS Oe” 

“To gamble?” Alex shook his head. “No, I’m afraid 
it wasn’t gambling that was on Quong Yuan’s mind. 
You saw nobody else you knew there? Nobody?” 

“Only Kwoh Sing. He was gambling there. He said 
he came often. . . .” 

“Kwoh Sing here? Impossible! You saw someone 
who looked like him. You’re not sure. . . .” 

Tania thought wildly that it might help if she could 
convince them someone else did know she was in 
Macau. 

“Yes, I’m sure,” she said. “We talked about you. It 
was Kwoh Sing, all right.” 

“I don’t like this, Marie,” Alex said. “What the hell 
are you doing? Come on!” : 

He pushed Tania away from him. Marie crammed a 
passport into her handbag and hooked the vanity case 
over her arm. She didn’t look at Tania, Tania’s hand- 
bag lay on the carpet, the thick wad of notes thrown 
carelessly aside, Her passport photos lay face down on 
the carpet. Marie hurried out the door. Alex was fol- 
lowing. 

“Alex, wait!” Tania cried. 

She could hear Marie running along the passage. 

“I’m sorry, Tania.” Momentarily it was the old Alex 
looking at her from the doorway. “I didn’t want it this 
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way. But Quong Yuan won’t harm you. He’s not a vi- 
olent man. You're safer here than with us,” 

“No, Alex. No!” Tania cried. She sprang up and ran 
toward him. But he was closing the door behind him. 
Alex was locking her in. He meant to leave her here, 

“No, Alex. No. . . f” She clutched at his arm. 

Now Alex turned on her viciously. My God, he 
meant to harm her. Tania struggled silently with him. 

They heard steps coming down the corridor. Alex 
broke from her, pushing her to the floor, and disap- 
peared, Tania blacked out. 


“You are unharmed, are you not, Miss Kenway?” 

Tania, dazed, looked up. Quong Yuan stood there, 
and behind him she could see the man who had first 
locked her in the room. 

“Radek and Marie Favier did not harm you? No? 
Believe me, Miss Kenway, I would not have used you 
as I have if for one moment I had thought they would 
hurt you. You must listen to me and try to understand 
what I am saying. You are safe here with me. In an 
hour, or less, I will take you to your hotel. Tomorrow 
all this will seem like a bad dream to you. Believe me, 
Miss Kenway, I never intended you harm here.” 

Tania found her way to her scattered belongings and 
collected them. Quong Yuan stood watching her. Then 
she saw that he was holding the red vanity case. 

“You took that from Marie. You didn’t. . . ?” She 
couldn’t quite put the terrifying thought into words. 

“Have Radek or Marie killed?” He shook his head. 
“I would like to kill him, Miss Kenway. Yes, I would 
like that very much. But I have never been a man of 
violence, and at my age, even to avenge the death of 
my brother—one cannot change the habit of a life- 
time.” 

“The death of your brother?” 

He nodded. “We Chinese have close family ties, 
Miss Kenway. I loved my brother, and your Mr. 
Radek had him killed. The man who entered Miss Fa- 
vier’s apartment was my brother. Mr. Radek’s people 
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killed him the same night.” Quong Yuan held up the 
vanity case. “He came for this, but could not find it. It 
is mine, you see. My agents in America made a down 
payment to Miss Favier on it of twenty thousand 
American dollars. It should have been left at my shop 
for me on the day Miss Favier arrived, when we failed 
to make contact at the terminal. She in return would 
have received an amount equal to the first. But she did 
not come to my shop. She kept my property, this case, 
instead.” 7 

Tania said nothing. Quong Yuan smiled. 

“I have not had this case taken from Mr. Radek, 
nor harmed him in any way. Not yet. When I came in 
here in the dark I took your case and left another, ex- 
actly the same, in its place. You notice that the label 
with which you concealed Miss Favier’s monogram is 
still in place on this case? The one Mr. Radek carries 
does not have such a label, because they would not ex- 
pect to see one. It is the same as this in every way, 
though, except one.” 

“There was nothing in Miss Favier’s case except 
cosmetics,” Tania said. “I looked. . . .” 

“But you are not an expert, are you, Miss Kenway?” 
Quong put one hand in his pocket and showed her 
what lay in his palm. Three beautiful polished stones. 
The chandelier struck points of blue fire from them, ... 

“Diamonds?” Tania said. “But where. . . ?” 

“Perfect, are they not? Blue-white polished stones of 
excellent quality and worth around two hundred Eng- 
lish pounds a carat, which makes each of these worth 
almost two thousand pounds, Three of these were set 
in the base of each of Miss Favier’s cosmetic jars when 
they were manufactured in South America. There are 
twenty jars in this bag, nineteen now since I have 
crushed one to extract its diamonds. A total of one 
hundred and twenty thousarid English pounds is a lot 
of money. Yet they were bought very cheaply—be- 
cause they were stolen, Miss Ker.way.” 

Tania stared at him, “You said. . . you were going 
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to let me go. Why are you telling me all this, Mr. 
Quong? I don’t want to know. . . .” 

He shook his head. “I want you to know, Miss Ken- 
way. Because when you return to Hong Kong, I want 
you to speak freely of this. The police may suspect I 
am a receiver of stolen gems, though suspecting and 
proving are different things. But Miss Favier is also a 
receiver. She bought them for me, and now Mr. Radek 
is involved too. He believes he has these diamonds in - 
the case and is about to sell them. When you mention 
this in Hong Kong, it will make things very difficult for 
Mr. Radek and Miss Favier, in the unlikely event of 
their ever being able to return there.” 

He turned his head and looked at the other man. 
“We have about ten minutes, Liu. Bring Miss Kenway 
some brandy, please, with ice and water from a ca- 
tafe.” 

The Eurasian nodded and went out. Quong Yuan 
looked back at Tania sympathetically. 

“I am sorry that I frightened you so in the dark, 
Miss Kenway. I would have liked to explain these 
things to you and ask your help. Yet you might have 
refused to help me. You might not have believed me. 
You might have betrayed what I told you to Radek. I 
could not risk that. It was better this way. He has the 
other case. I have this. But I regret the fear I caused 
you.” 

“Mr. Quong . . . | I thought . . .” She shuddered. 
“Please let me go. Now. . . ?” 

“To you, Miss Kenway, this must all seem like a 
Chinese opera. You know, Chinese opera has a strong 
climax. In a few minutes now you will come with me 
and watch that climax. Then you are free to go. Liu 
will drive you to the Riviera, and we will part and 
never meet again. Agreed?” 

Tania hesitated. “You give . . . your word?” 

Quong Yuan seemed pleased: “You would accept 
my word? Even after all that has happened?” 

“Yes.” Tania wasn’t sure why she said that. 

“I have never broken my word to a friend in my 

121 





life, Miss Kenway,” he said slowly. “I am too old to do, 


that now. When we have watched the climax you are 
free to go. I swear it.” 

“Very well, Mr. Quong. I’ll go with you.” 

Quong Yuan was silent for a moment. “Alex Radek 
passes himself off as a playboy. Actually, he makes his 
money by working as an agent for Red China,” he ex- 
plained. “He buys industrial diamonds on both the il- 
licit and the open market. Hong Kong has long been 
his entry point. He has many agents and couriers— 
Miss Favier acts as one of his couriers. She went to 
America to bring back diamonds from Brazil. But Miss 
Favier is greedy, and a gambler. So she approached 
me through one of my agents. She offered to buy dia- 
monds for me also. She considered her method of the 
vanity case foolproof, and so did I, But she never in- 
tended to deliver my diamonds. She and Radek had it 
all worked out. They would get a better price for them 
from his contacts in Red China. So she pretended 
she’d been unable to finalize the purchase of my dia- 
monds herselfi—someone else would be bringing them 
in next week. I didn’t believe her, of course. Radek 
planned to send all the diamonds into Red China, 
squeezing me out, and sharing with her the twenty 
thousand I paid to her in America.” 

He laughed. “Macau is a duty-free port, so the Cus- 
toms examination here is nothing. Your friend Miss 
Favier knew I suspected something after my brother 
went to her apartment. Radek wasn’t sure how much 
my brother had found out, so he had him killed, Miss 
Favier disappeared and came here. She was too 
shrewd to bring the case here herself. She meant you 
to take the risk of carrying it. She changed passports 
with you, knowing I would be asking questions about 
her, I wanted to let her think her plan had succeeded, 
That’s why I brought you here and had a boy inform 
Radek and Miss Favier where you were.” 

Liu arrived with the drink then. Tania took it grate- 
fully. 

What greed, Tania thought as she sipped. And for 

122 


Alex to kill! Why, he might have . . . Thank God for 
normal, decent men like Peter Ramsay and Tony 
Grayson. 

“It is not a pretty story,” Mr. Quong said. “And 
people like Radek, Miss Favier, and myself are new to 
your experience, no doubt. But come, Miss Kenway. It 

’ is time to leave. Liu, we will follow you. Have the car 
ready. When we have watched them go, you are to 
drive Miss Kenway to her hotel.” 

Tania picked up her handbag and followed Quong 
Yuan along the empty passage and down the stairs. No 
Ma-Jongg tiles clattered now, but as they reached the 
door someone groaned in one of the rooms. Mr. Quong 
frowned. 


“Mr, Radek injured two of my men when he came 
in here tonight. It was unnecessary, because they did 
not attempt to resist him. Mr. Radek is a ruthless and 
violent man. I abhor violence.” 

The car Tania and Quong Yuan climbed into was a 
big American sedan. Liu drove fast. . . . The moon 
was full and gave the streets and houses a ghostly ap- 
pearance. 

Mr. Quong leaned forward and said something to 
Liu in Chinese. 

“In another five minutes they will come, and we do 
not want them to see us,” he explained to Tania. “The 
stone huts you see ahead house refugees from Red 
China. Border-crossers. You will see the stone arch- 
way as Liu turns off the road. And we will watch your 
friends depart. It is arranged.” 

He leaned forward again. “Turn off at the next 
house, Liu.” The man nodded. The big car turned in 
among the stone huts and stopped. 

“It is not far to walk,” Mr. Quong said pleasantly. 
“The hut is empty, and we will not be seen. Come. 
There is no danger.” 

Tania followed Quong Yuan and Liu up to one of 
the huts. It had no door, and the windows were with- 
out glass. The smell of stale human sweat hung in the 
air, 
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“It will not take long, Miss Kenway,” Quong Yuan 
said. “The car is coming now, They will be gone quick- 
ly. Please. . .?” 

Tania went inside and stood beside Quong at one of 
the open windows. She could hear the car quite plainly 
now, coming slowly, as though the driver didn’t want 
to draw attention to it. She could see the stone arch, 
and two Portuguese soldiers there. Lights flooded the 
barrier gate. Now she could make out other soldiers as 
well. They carried short weapons and wore caps with 
red stars on them. Red Chinese. Like the Portuguese, 
they too watched the car. 

It drew up slowly at the barrier and stopped. Alex 
got out, then Marie. She was carrying the vanity case. 
While they spoke with the guards the car turned and 
sped back past the hut. 

“Ah!” Mr. Quong said complacently. “The last act 
has begun.” 

“They're escaping,” Tania said. “They have visas 
for Red China, haven’t they? You’re allowing them to 
escape, then, Mr. Quong?” 

Quong Yuan’s voice was cold. “My brother died be- 
cause of Miss Favier, Miss Fenway. He was killed on 
the order of Mr. Radek by Red Chinese agents in 
Hong Kong. Do you think I would allow them to es- 
cape without punishment?” 

Alex was showing his papers to the Portuguese 
guards; Marie was fumbling at her handbag trying to 
find hers. The Portuguese soldier laughed and said 
something Tania couldn’t hear. Alex seemed impatient. 
Marie found her papers, and the Portuguese soldier ex- 
amined them. He nodded and raised the barrier. Alex 
and Marie passed through and started to walk slowly 
toward the Communist guards. 

“They have gone too far to return,” Mr. Quong said 
softly. 

“But . . . they don’t have any diamonds?” 

“No,” he said. “They don’t. But I don’t believe 
they'll discover that until they reach Peking. It is much 
more difficult for a European to leave China than to 
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enter, if he or she is suspect. Mr. Radek and Miss Fa- * 
vier, I understand, plan to leave the vanity case in Pe- — 
king, and transfer almost at once for a plane to Russia. , 
They have visas for Europe in their possession.” ) 

Tania looked at the diminishing figures beyond the 
stone arch. They had passed through the border and 
were walking toward a car, They were in China. Safe 
in China, they thought. But. . . 

“Their transport arrangements are convenient,” Mr. 
Quong said, and in the moonlight she could see that he 
was smiling cruelly. “But their Chinese employers will 
consider it a planned flight—part of a deliberate at- 
tempt on the part of Mr. Radek and Miss Favier to 
leave their employers the empty cosmetic jars, board a 
Russian plane, and be safely airborne almost at 
once. . . . Relations between Russia and China are 
Strained. . . . It could not work out, of course, be- 
cause the Chinese have now been warned. They will 
consider Mr, Radek and Miss Favier capitalistic, prof- 
iteering fools who are trying to cheat the tiger. So the 
tiger’s teeth will close on their foolish necks, Miss Ken- 
way. And my brother Yang will be avenged. They will 
not reach the Russian plane. They will be detained at 
once for questioning when they reach Peking.” 

As she listened to him Tania found herself remem- 
bering Marie Favier on the ship. Remembering 
i Se 

“Will they . . . 2” She stopped. The car was pulling 
away. Its headlights flashed, probing north, deeper into 
Communist China. 

“Will they face a firing squad? Perhaps. Who 
knows? It could depend on how well they lie, and we 
both know they are excellent liars, don’t we? The least 
they can expect is to be sent to a detention camp in 
Manchuria for what, over there, they call reeducation. 

I do not believe that either Mr. Radek or Miss Favier 
will like their reeducation.” He looked at her. “But 
come. It is over. We have seen all that we can see 
here, and we know the ending. I cannot witness that, 
though I would like to. But I will think of them when I 
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eat good food, or sleep in a warm bed. Liu will take 
you to your hotel now. For you it is over. A bad 
dream. . . .Nomore, .. .” 

A bad dream, Tania thought dazedly. Alex, Marie, 
this man beside her. That was what it was. A bad- 
dream from which she would wake tomorrow in her 
hotel room. She would take the hydrofoil back to 
Hong Kong and check in to some hotel. And she’d call 
Peter Ramsay and go shopping with him. Reliable 
Peter. Dear Peter... . 

Mr. Quong had stepped outside and was waiting for 
her. A middle-aged man who somehow looked older 
than his years, and who held a red vanity case in his 
hand. 

“Stand where you are, Quong!” a harsh voice shout- 
ed in English. “Don’t move. You are under arrest!” 

Things started to happen fast. So fast that Tania 
could scarcely keep up with them. Quong, with sur- 
prising speed for one so plump, dived past her back 
into the hut, and Liu ran just as fast the other way. 
There seemed to be Portuguese police everywhere, 

But among all the Portuguese there were others. 
One of them was Sergeant Grayson, and another was 
Peter Ramsay. Tania couldn’t believe that it was Peter 
until he was holding her tightly in his arms. “Darling, 
are you okay?” he kept asking her. “You're not hurt, 
are you? Darling, answer me!” 

It was all mad. Utterly mad! Peter led her to a po- 
lice car and began to ask her questions. She had to tell 
him at least a dozen times that she hadn’t been harmed 
in any way. In the midst of it all the Chinese border 
guards became upset and one of them fired a burp gun. 
All the police hit cover at once, and Peter drove away 
with her in the police car. ~ 

Kwoh Sing had started the anticlimax to Mr. 
Quong’s Chinese opera, Peter told her. Kwoh had been 
employed by the Hong Kong police to work for Alex. 
The police had suspected Alex for some time of being 
‘one of the principal agents smuggling industrial dia- 
monds into Red China. 
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Tania was able to explain a lot of things to Tony 
Grayson, although he already suspected most of it. And 
as they watched from a distance, the Red Chinese bor- 
der guards continued to fire. They caught sight of 
Quong Yuan trying to escape in the moonlight. But he 
had dropped the vanity case as he dove through the 
window of the stone hut, Now he disappeared into the 
night. 

Secretly she was glad Mr. Quong had managed to 
escape. He had been kind to her, and she was sure he 
would have kept his word. 

Peter Ramsay seemed satisfied. The police had the 
vanity case, and that finished Quong as a receiver of 
stolen jewels in Hong Kong. In fact it made Quong a 
wanted man, who would have to move very quietly for 
a long time. 

Later Peter took Tania back to Hong Kong on the 
hydrofoil. “I’ve never been so glad to see anyone in 
my life.” Tania smiled at him. “How could I have ever 
trusted Marie and Alex Radek? If only I'd taken more 
notice of you in the first place, Peter, I'd never have 
been involved in this mess.” 

Peter’s arm moved around her. 

“Tt could have happened to almost any beautiful girl 
alone in Hong Kong,” he said. “All you need is some- 
one to look after you a bit, Some plain, ordinary guy 
like me.” 

Tania’s eyes softened as she looked at him. What- 
ever he was, Peter Ramsay was certainly neither plain 
nor ordinary. 

“It's taken me a long time to come to my senses, 
Peter,” she said softly. “But maybe I do need some- 
one like you.” 

“I don’t mean only here in Hong Kong, Tania. I 
want to look after you for the rest of your life. Because 
T'm in love with you, my darling. I want to marry you.” 

Tania’s eyes told him he wouldn’t have to use any 
persuasion. 
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He loves me, 
he loves me not. 
Marie Favier loved games.., . 

And men. 
And money. 


But best of all she loved the high 
life in Hong Kong with its bewitch- 
ing dangers. 

Her shipboard friend Tania was 
beautiful, trusting, unsuspecting— 
knee-deep in trouble before she 
set foot on the mainland... before 
she met the diabolically attractive 
man who was to threaten her life! 
A lovely girl is the innocent pawn 
in a deadly game in the seductive, 
sinful city of Hong Kong. 
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